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CHARLES, 


Ear of DORSET & ‘MIDDLESEX, 


_ One of the Gentlemen of . His 


-MAJESTIES. 


BED- CHAMBER, oe. 


My Lord, . : | , - 

im | Hen I call to mind hit I ia obferv’d of 
VV your Wit and Judgment , the trueft and 
moft impartial [ ever knew, my thoughts 

© of writing after my Joofe manner to your 

Lordfhip area lictledafh’d, and the meaneft of ’em has 

the fenfeto tell me, f ought to be as curious and correct © 

ina Dedication to one Man, as inthat of a Play to.a 
whole Nation. There is no. doubt a Tran{port in ev'ry 


Poet ha writes an Epittie, but > the moft part they are 
| A2 dazl d 


ET Se TY 


The Dedication. 
dazi’d withthe Eminence of théir Patrons, and at-beft we 
can but call ic an Awful Delight. But I profefs, what 
thofe to whom I am difagreeable, will impute to 


_ want of Modefty , I make this Tragedy an Off’ring to — 


your Lordfhip with as much freedom, pleafure, and per- 
fed fatisfaction , as ever Mitbridates receiv'd when he 
found himfelf in the Armsof his Faireft Miftrefs. You . 
ftand Equal with the Greateft , and your Quality fhou’d . 

eaufea Dread iirthe hardiett Writers : Hut on-the other 
hand, there is {uch an innate {weetne{s of temper , fuch a 
moft remarkable goodnefs inall your Actions , a Chara- — 
éter peculiar to you more than any man alive, that the. 


* mmeageft, modefteft of Poets may approach you, Me- | 


thinks Z feel a‘fort of chearful fpringing: Pride when F 
fee your Lordfhip ftand forth ta.this laft Birth, which 


fure if Jhad ever any lovely, ismuch the Faireft Child. 


Happy Fortune muft attend it, and Heav’n and Earth be: 
pleas’d where you approve. J accoft you, my Lord, 
without Formality, and wou’d appear before the fevereft 
Judge inthe plaineft Garb, or ‘rather nakednefs of 
thought ; as fome, qnd thofe not of the leaft courage, go: 
to the moft bloody Teft. of valour, all unarm’d. An o-. 


‘wer-care in things of this nature does often turn to. af- 


fe€tation, and what was meant aGuard , proves an En-. 


- eumbrance: We may ftiff’n our imaginations with making 


"em too quaint ; and polifh, till we are nothing elfe but 


. glofs: £ am infinitely pleas’d, to be as plain as (can, — 

nor care [how it’ pleafes others, tho 7 am fure it docs, 
that J have laid this Play at your Lordfhips feet. All 
— my Acquaintance that wilh mewell applaud ees - 


0 


| | The: Deditanwn. - ee 
fox Tinety' fafely affirm by the judgment of the. Town, 
—- withontrbeinyg\ cenfir’d for: Dawber there's: nota man 
whoss Slb melrbows: but. yout; iou‘care' beheld in blithe 
Company you Honour, as if you werethe Genius of that _ 
Prince who was call’dthe Delight of Mankind, and are. 
ador’d with all the heveamcy admiration.which e’re the 
Noble Zitai-fOuntl im Roime.:.?. Zipbares is: ap imperfect 
Figure of your felf; J caft himin your Mould, and fa- 
fhion’d bimas well as my. weak: Fancy cou'd,. to chat 
Pesfection the Court fo bnivedfally: allows: you. When 
| peer | hint for the ‘Ladies, endearing. foft,; and 
pafkonatel y:loving, 7 thought. on-you,: and found the way 
to Charm ‘emi...And ‘tis moft cartain, he who obliges 
thole Faire Criticks:to be of ‘his Party., has the fureft 
_ Gands thatrever.Poct-plaids: Acaanot‘but dwn tite Ho. 
- nours:they diave don’ me, ‘arid entreat yous Lordfhtip to 
fecure ‘em my Friends... There is yeta greater Honow' 1 
- woud:bég of your Lord{hip, iand fo important; Z.can- 
BOE Name. it without. .apprehenfion :; Mithridates: being — 
mm syour harids., .defires to be‘laid::at: cha. Féet-of -the 
- . Queen, Her Majefty , who is the Sublimeft: Geodnefs, 
and moft merciful Vertue that ever bleft a Land , has been: 
- pleas'd to grace him with:her Prefence; ani promis'd[isa> 


gain with fuch particular praifes , the effects of -her-pite: 


Bounty, that fhow'd he not exprefs his Gratitude almoft 
to adoration, he wou’d delervé-another Fate, when he is: 
next reprefented, than what he has hitherto recelv’ds “ : : 

‘I haveendeavour’d in this Tragedy to mix Shake/pear - 
— with. Fletcher; the thoughts of the former,’ for .Majefty 
and true Roman Greatne{s, andthe foftnefa and paffionate: - 


expret- 


Fhe Dedication: 
expreffions of the latter; whichimakes:up.-half the Beau- 
ties, arenever to be match'd:: How have-J thei: endeas 


vour'd to be:like ent ?::O-faint Refemblance!. As' Pizarro 


faysof the Mexicans, - 


, 2 > ae And t 


out, and J defire tobe fo found a Refiner on thofe admira- 


ble Writers; the Ground is theirs, and all that ferves to — 


makea:rich Embroidery !. / hope.the World will do me 
thé Juftice to think, I have difguiz’d:it inco another fa- 


fhion mbrefaitablere the Age we live ins :forif' Jcou’d | 


perfwade my felf there were nothing ‘of mine extraordi- 
nary inthe Play; £ wou'd not have dedicated it to the 


beft of: Men. : UL ee aie. faa 
Oe Oi eee ae Dg te 
La Mediocribusieffe Poetis, 2: . 


=i... Non ditnon bomines non conceffere columne. >. 


rece Here 


f 
4 
i ee oe ee 


The Dadigation. 
dere -you mutt give me leave to tell: the Woeld . that - 
Pillarsand Altars.too ,eught .torbe rais’d,to your.dord. « 
_ fhip, if the greateft Genius of Poetry deferves ‘em:, Your . 

_ thoughts-in fome fele& Poems I have feen, are richjand; .. - 
new, as theGolden American World, your Expreffions — 
juftly ftrong, your ek Emphatical , as chofen men 
for an Enterprize of Glory*'As it was obferved of the 
Army of Alexander the Great, every Souldier look’d 
like a Commander, and every Commander like an Alex. — 

ander; foit‘your adrnttabl "Dratiphts; -all things are fo 

~ excellent, we know not whereto fix; we ftand.on Hills — 
of fo 'vaft'a bréadeh’, ‘that the Valleysare not feen; it 
jooks like Heaven all about us, and Fancy is loft in the 

- infinite Beauty of the Profpe&: Your Writing. dazles. 

with -glearne(s_apd Majefty; you. draw, like Holbin,, 

without Shadows. 7 Rae : ~ a 

— Qui Genus bumanum ingenio fuperavit g omnes 
 ~Praftrinxit Bellas, exortus uti Aitberius Sol. 


Your Images are fo: great, we look like Dwarfs be- 
_ neath you; and then fo lively reprefented, tho of dead, 
. _ bw Objects, animated: by your Genius, oo 


~~ Credas fimulacra moveri : 
| Ferrea, cognatoque viros pirare metallo. 


What ere you ftamp is Royal, other Pretenders: to 
Satyr but file and waft , they live by the Clippings of 
your Wit, and dip their Silver in. your Bath, to make it 

ee | a - pafs 


T. he Desicacion.: 


pats for Gold, Sélf prelervarion¢biels! mbufay no. mordof 
your Lordfhips Poetry, let T dam thy own, . who: aim'at 
nothing fo much as the Honour of being tought by yout 


Lordthip, aa cost 8 a S mo foo. cat Sy. . 7 bites { 
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PROLOG VE. 


Ot careful Leaders, when the Trunspetscall 
Their Martial Squadrons on, to ftand or fall, 
To[s'd with more doubts, than careful Poets are 
when vent rous Wit for Sally does prepares 
when Humming Voices bid the Play bezin, 
And the laft flourifh calls the Prologue in. 


7) 


| Here: yeu, like dreadful warriours, judging fit; 


And, in full Councel, try all writers Wit. 
To fome, for Senfe Renown'd, our Authors.baws.°- 
And what you Doom, for ajnft Fate allow :. 


That thofe Raw Blades who will not let’em Plead, 
But, e’re they canbe heard, cry, hoot emdead,.- § 
Thefe’Pyrats, that both Arms and wits veh s ‘ 


But. fure far les fuch Fudges Poets dread, == é nS 


who Fields and Poems, with their Spleen, 
Poets: and warrionrs both [howd have in chafe: |. 
Thefe Libellers who nobleft Fights defpife,. <- ~ 
Let, when mPan-but flafhes, fhut their Eyes. > 
WwhewriteLampoons, 2nd vilelyget a Name - 
| By others Pefamy,; and live om fhames - 
Fifes, whiflers, of the jafteft Senfe, not fit 
To be the Powder-Monkeys of true wit : 


. Mimics, like Apes, what's ill, from heads they drain, ~ 


And live upon the Vermin of a brain, | 
Neglecting thefe, and trufling to your aid, 
To Beauty our laft Vows, like yours, are made : 
Beauty, which till adorns the op ning Lift, 
which Cexlar’s Heart vouch{afes not to refit: 
To that alone devotedis this days 

For, by the Poet, Iwas bid to fay, 


In the firft dranght, "twas meant the Ladies. Play. ‘ | 


ve ‘ 
’ 


rate, Se - - 


Perfons Reprefented ; | | 


| Mithridates, King ‘of Pontus, — 
— Lipbares, 
P baraaces, 


Pelopidas, 


two Courtiers.t : 
diene ae See 


— Aqguilius, a Roman Captive. 7 
Another Roman Officer. 
I/menes, Page to Zipbares. 


Monima, Contratted to Mithridates. — 
Semandra, Daughter to Archelaus. — 


Priefts, and 


Attendants, $ pees a 


: Scene Synope. 7 


—+ ae . 
on ar won Me i 
ar. \ ar oar 4% ‘ 
oe gazes, rn 
t, . af ati gq he 


> his Sons,: 2" _—< 
_ Archelaus, General under Zipbares. 7 
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Mr, Mobun. 
M. Hart. 


_M. Goodman. | 


M.Grifin, 
M. Winter(bul, 


M; Powel ye 
._ M.Clark. 


M, Wiltfbire,  - 


Mrs, Corbett. 
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ACT L  $cENE L. 


The auter-part if the T emple of the Sun. 


A noife of Mufick and-tuning Voices is beard, ~ 


ae e oe ro Se, ede a4 
~ + -Enter Phiarnaces, Pelopidas. — 


Phar, Night; to Night, this fatal Moment, now | 
Our dreadful Father's Nuptials are preparing, 
And I mutt lofe bright Monima forever. —'' 
Ambition too is barr’d, Scepters and Crowns, ; 
And all the golden Quaéries now are loft. o 
Zpbares, O Ziphares\' happy Brother, 
Thou haft diflodg’d me by thy late: Exploits; : . . i —— : 


And now ufurp'ft my Father's Breft aJones~ 2 . ; — ee 


Curs’d be the Pow’r that blefs’d thee oh thy way » 

To overthrow Triariws; curs’d theStars | | 

That glitter’d round thy Head, when by thy Arm 

So many Tribunes and ‘Centurions fell, 

As made Rome. groan, and broke Lacrllus heart. 
Pelop, Hear me, my Lord.— ae 
Phar, This Morning, on a Mountain 

Above the Clouds, his Triumph was per form’ ae 

- And Taffifted at the Sacrifices: os 

Why gave I not this Body to the Flames; 2u rhe | : | 
. To be devour'd among the tortur’d Slavés; | . : 
Rather than liv’d to lee his Conquelt Crown’d? * 
B 


ae 


Ifaw 


3. MITHRIDATES, 


Ifawit ; O, Pelopidas, thefe Eyes 


; ee Saw Dtithrhiares; with a Torch, giveFire ~ + 


“ " Tethe valt Pile, which (ke a Pyramid | a 
Stood high upon the Hill ,*as that on'Earth, | 
 Pelop. Will you but give me leave? 
Phar. Ifaw the blaze 3 on 
Of his immortal Honour, heard the fhour 2 
Of all the Court, which did torment the Air > 
Tothat degree, ‘that Birds fell round us dead 
And that thin Region, where we {carcecou’d live 
When firlt we did afcerid, became fo fat 
- With the rich Steamof Blgod and boyling Gold, 
And flowing Guts,’ that we-were forud; remove: 
| Nay, Ibelieve, the glutted Gods themfelves _ 
Were almoft choak’d, ‘with the on Odors, - 
 Pelop. Yethave youdone? _ . 
Phar. Tothe green Neptune then, 
Becaufe at Sea old Archetans had a 
Been Conqueror with my Brother, in their Names 
An Offring was decreed a Chariot all | 
With Emeralds fet, sand fil'd with Coral. S aamedas Oot ats: 
Was with shuadied Horfes, wildas Wind,’ a 
From off the top of that moft difmal place. .; eas ee 
Plung’d to the bottom of, the flimyDeepy |) ig 
Pelop, Let me intreat you:call your Reafon fot ca 
And liften — faithful Servant’s ane <a 
You cannot hate your romor maths pc te gre 
Than This Friend, me eee : sf 2 ae 
"Has got the ftart of meu.t 
And tho, without being | vain, Ith oe 
The better Souldier be eby Polities «. : a or 
Has pufh’d me from the Digmities Ehore: - . i 
The Lion’s outed by the Fox, - 
Phar. But with full cry 
Let us unkennel him s rather rebel, ) 
Than bear it thus: “tis mine, “tis thy concern —s 
Nor letthe Name of King, or Father, awe us, _ 
A Miftrefs, and’a Throne! moft {pecious Tiel 
The God of’ Battel rages in myBreaft,; 
Andas at —_, «when the glow Fu ae 


‘ aa | / wl T begiea . 
ee é ee ae ae 


: ae <7 
z aur: a 
’ ic Rae) A 
: - time? 
“Kur idles. 
. é 


| King of PONTUS.. 
- Kgdiles the Blood of ‘the Prophetick Maid, --- 2 te 
_ The bounded Deity does fhoot her out, i ee ee 
Draws every Nerve thin as a Spider’s Thred, - 
And beats the skin ott like expanded Gold # | 
So, with the meditation of the Work | a a 
Which my Soul bears, Ifwellalmofttoburfting, --- +s 
Pelop, In all che many changesof my Life. | 
Ihave not known‘one equal yet to yotirss 
Atother times fo moderate, fotrue 
A Soveraign o’re your felf, you feem’dto want | 
Thofe Pafffons for yous Slaves wha Lord itnow.' ©: + 7 
Phar, me huth’d if thou haft ought of cornfort,fpeak,: {°° 
Pelop, This Night your Father has decreed to Marry 
The Daughter.of Palemon. he = —— 
° Phar. What can hinder ? Pe? | aa Fe 
Pelop. Nothing ; yet mark: my Brother Tryphon Ce ge 
High-Prieft o’th’ Sun, whom all the reft obey?" =. 0° 
Him have I wrought, that when the Nuptial Rifes’ 
Begin, fome ftrange prefages fhall fallout, - = ==° °« 
Diforders unexpected, toforefhow © | 
The Gods are much offended at the Marriage. _ 
How this may work with oneof mighty Fath = =. , 
In holy Fables, one of varioushumor, = 7 
_ Whom every day new Beauties {et on Fire, 
BeyoutheJudge 
Phar, Methinksithasa Face, ee a 
But yet there’s wanting‘what I cou’d have with’d: 
Had it been Fanus-like; back’d withanother: = 
When Aithridates frighted from his Queen, 
Warn'd by falfe Oracles; fhou’d have retir’d oy 
Perplex'd, yet ftrugling withthe pangsof Love; __ 
Then to havelaida Beauty to hislonging, = ~=— 
Some fair unknown, proud of her gaudy Bloom, _” 
T’ have quench’d his thirfty wifhes,'chathadbeen- 
A Mafterpiece! ButlethimMarry her, © 
Sure Death (hall wait upon hislaughing Hymen ; — 
' And when the God. has giver her to hig Arms, > = 
Fate with unerring force fall part °emever”. 
Pelop. Yet raging ?’*Tis as youHavefaid,andmore! 
More than excelling Mifchief cou’d invent, le. 
| | - B 2 > That 


‘ MIT ‘ARID ATES. 7 
‘Phat is not beft. We have already rais. ‘dhim ; eas 
_ Andravar, my Lieutenant Goucral 
Scorn’d by your Brother, whom he hieestore hates,. - 
Firft form’d the Plot: ‘Old rchelaus’s Daughter, 
The fair Semandra, Miltrcfs to 2 Ziphares,. 
Is deftin’d to be made your Father’s Prey, 
Phar, Excellent Engine! . now thou work’tt sidied 7 
"Fhou haft hit the Vein, the: Life-blood of his Heart :. 
Icannot fee ought in the extent of Art, 
Or Nature, that canmendit. O Ziphares,* : 
Still Conquers. rife with Triumphs, high-as Heaviny, - 
So fucha Bolt. as. s.thisbe fure to wait thee. 9 tt 


But fee the brave Lieutenant } come to my Arms, ante 
And tell me, fhall SemsndrabetheKing’s?: 8 pe oa 
Andy, Ythink, sty Lord, that Lmay fafely fwear it. : : 
Phar. Thy bluntnefs merits praife, and fays, thou’rt fits 
To ferve my beft revenge,Love, or.Ambition. : 
Andr. Great Mithridates,.whom Lwell have fhady'dy. 
Tho he has weather’d forty Winter Fields, 7 
Yet rifes in his vigor, ventures more, : -.. : 
Nor feels decay of ftrength, none pete as he ho me ! 
In Nature’s Garden ; whence to his Conftitution “ee | 
Moft excellent, he adds fuch helpsby Art, 2 0 | 
That by his looks he might be thought Immortal... 6. 0° 0 
The World, too, knows heisasAmorousnow oe , 
As when the firft Sighs heav’d his youthful Breft; 
And his. firft:- Tears bedew’d the Shrines of Love.. oar a 
Phar. The Confequence? 3: 66%? 4 
Andr, He often has been pleas’d: - oS cee ga 
To make me honour’d with his sinha shoushss BR sseoue 
Whereon my General and I agreed; ee ay ae Se | 
Knowing-your love to-Afonima, 2#%,°° % 2 
And hatred to your Brother, with ‘one blow. a =, Se ee os 4 
To drive the bufinefs that fhou’d Crown your. withes:. a | | 
Therefore I-daily filld'your, - Father's Ears - es i 
With praifesof. Semandna, xais’d his wonder,. - 
ak al deel, and each particular Brace 3 


-Enter Andravar. , , | ; : 


| 
4 
Her ; 


 Kivegi ie P O. N Tu S: 5 
Fler Eyes, Her Hands, her Lips, with all cheir beatities ; f 
And have fo fir'd him, that there only wants 
A view to perfect all and that will be 
To Night. 

Phar. How know’ft thou that.?: 

Andr,.1 learnt it all 
From a She-flave that waits upon Semandra, 
Whotold methat Ziphares, with confent | | 
Of Archelaws, wou'd beg herof the King, aa | 
When he this Night fhou'd 4¢ozima’ Efpoufe. i Mufick; 
Nor doubt, but when he once.has feen eal | 
The Charms of his new Queer will vanith, Hark,” 2 
a facred Mufick founds! —The King and Queen are coming. 


; Enter Archilaus, Ziphares, Semandra. 


See, your Brother, Sewmandra and her Father. 

Phar. O my lab’ring Beeft ! how hopes and fears 

 'Fofs my wrack’d Heart, like a poor Bark, about ! | 

But foon the Calm will come, or Imutt perith i in the Tempeft. 

/ .'" Exeunt Phar. Pelop.and Ande? | 

Ziph, By Heav’ns my Love, thou doft diftrat i my Soul ;- | 

There’s not a Fear that falls from-thofe dear Eyes. 

But makes my Heart weep Blood -O my Father4 

Allis not well: I found her in the Morning, 

Not like a Bride, with: all her Maids about her,.. 

Half-{miling, now half-feriods: with her thoughts, - 

Of what muftcome ; nor warm, nor bright, nor oe $: 

_ But, Oh the Gods! found her on-the Floor,.. . 

Inall the ftorm of grief, yet beautiful, . 

Sighing fuch breath of forrow, that her Lips’ a 

Which late appear’d like buds, were now o’reblown, © 

Pouring forth tears at fuch a flavifh rate,  * 

Fhat, were the World on Fire, they might havé drown’d — 

The wrath of Heav’n, and quench’d the mighty rine, : 

Arch, Nothing, my Lord —— ‘tisall but Virgin’ S fear : 

Marriage to Maids is like a War toMen, _ - 

The Battel caufes fear ; but the {weet hopes. 

_ OF winning at the laft fill draws ’em.on..- | 

S¢m,- Alas, my Lord}... | [ renin 
. ' . 7 tpl o~ 


6 MITHRIDATES, 
Ziph, What, but alas? no more? when by the — | 
~ Yled her to the Temple, thus the figh’d, | _ 
‘Andhung upon me. _ If thou truly lov’ft me, 
If I may- credit my Semandra’s tears, 
Think ’em not drops of Chance like other Womens; 
The Weather of their Souls, The Chriftal bubbles 
Which they can make at will; Oh fatisfe > 
The longings of my braeft, and tell thy forrows, 
_ Sem, That Ido love you, -Oh all you Hoft of Heav’a, 
Be Witnefs? that you are dearto me, — 
-_ Dearer than Dy to one whom fight mutt leave, | as 
Dearer than Lifeto one that fearstodyes; : 
© thou bright Pow’r be Judge whom we adore, — - § 
Be Witnefs of my Truth, be Witnefs of my Love! 
But yet I fear ———_ 
Ziph, That fear, give me that fear, Semandra . 
Produce it inthe uglieft foym it has, 
If ought that isdeform’d can come fromehee. 
"sem. Uhall,my Lord, fince you are pleas’d to hear me; 
- Uunfold my doubts, she cauleofall my Tears, = 
Firft then, k muft eomplain-of my hard Stars, 
That did not dart kind Lufireon my Birth;  ~ | 
For tho at prefent, while your young Blood boyls, 
Your Reafon cannot get the Rein of Pafhon, | : 
_ Yet it will come, when long poffeffion cloyes you,.  - 
Then you will chink what Queens you;might have had, 
With Kingdoms for their, Dower 5, perhaps you may 
Prove fo unkind, to.tell me of ittoe;, | 
Or, if you fhou ‘d not, yet your-Hyes wou'd fj peak —— Uwening: 
Enough to break the heart of poor Semssndra, 
Ziph, Why doft thou ftab me with the tendernels 
Of thy falfe ean and melt: me into mourning 7 o,, 
- *Tis moft unfeafonable on our Wedding-day 
Tobe feen.thus: I know thou canft not doubt me. 
- No, thou moft lovely of the-fairer kind, 
Think nor a Crawn:can-ever change my Virtue, oe 
Ah, who wou’d leave the warmthiof thislov'’d Bolome oO 
~ For ‘the cold cares whichblack Ambitionbrings? 
Sem. Spight of ill-boding Dreams,unlucky Omens, a 7 
You sani. you fhall, you “eee to be believ-d,. dle | 
nd, 


. King off PON TUS. ay 

- And, if I weep again, it is for joy 7 | ~~. 

That I this Night fhall be your happy Bride, 
Ziph, Oh Mithridates, mighty as thou art, 

- Before whofe Throne Princes ftand dumb as Death, . 

With folded Arms, and their Eyes fix’dto Earth ; 

‘Difhonour braigfjme, if Iwou'dnotchufe © 

_ A private Life with her whom my Soul loves, 

Rather than live &ke thee, with all thy Titles, | 

The King of Kings, withouther, == 

«Arch, Pray, my Lord, | 
Defer till Mid-nighe thefe {trong Extafies, 

Fate yet may put a bar betwixt our hopes, 

And then the lofs wilt be more hardly born. 


The Scene draws, difcovering the inmer part of the Temple, 
Mithridates bo/ding Monima by the Hand , his Queens, Con- 
cubines, Sons and Daughters attending, Three Roman 

_ Captains, L, Caffius, @. Oppius, aed Mamius, Aquilius 
bound in Gold Chains, with mawy other Slaves flanding xt 
diftance, a - : 


Méith, Not yet, O Rome, great Fyrant of the World, 

Haft thou fubdu’d the 4/22 Emperor... 

In thy defpightJ hold my glory ftill, 

Still tread upon the Necks of conquer’d Kings, 

~ Still make thy Confuls tremble at my Name ; 

And, in one mightieft Word to fum up all, : ; 

A Word which, like a-Charm, might raife the Ghofts. _ 

Of Pyrrbus,and theexperienc’d Hawnibat et 

. Toenvy, and be dazled at my deeds, 

. A Word, a Name, that comprehends all Honors,. 
All Titles, Riches, Power, all Majelty, = = | 

‘In fpight of Rome, Pm AGthridavesftill; 

_ Agnil, The Nations muft confefs, that Alexander 

_  Cou’d-not more dreadful tothe Eaf# appear, 
' Than you: ev’n Rome wou'd buy her peace with joy,._. 

Cou’d you at reafonable rates| afford | 

Your Royal Friendthip, thoby yourcommand, .. . - 

_ Moftdreadful to Ztaliaz Memory, > : 
Anone dark Day, damn’d in the Book of Fate, — Me Abul 


-$ | .MITHRIDATES: . 
A hundred thoufand murder’d Romazs fell. : 
_ , Mith, Dareft thou, fomenter of thefe Wars,to talk? 
Thou, purple Source of all thefe bloody ftreams, 
Which have for more than so years o’reflow’d 
~The faz Banks, and dy’d Esphrates red? 
~ Dareft thou, Commiffioner in.chief, to put _ 
The Earth in Arms, and fet the Worldon flame, ™ fs 
-Once think of Peace? Now, by the Firerobd@odj «- 
Thou fhalt have punifhment that fits thy Crimes. -. | 
— Aguil, The braveft muft fubmit when Fortune frowns, 
Mith, Defire of Wealth, the Luft of thining Dirt,. 
And Palace Plunder, caus’d thee with Arm’d Legions _ - 
T’ invade a King, whofe Father was Reme’s Friend... . 
But, by the afferted Juftice of my Caufe, 
‘The help of Heav’n, and of my own Right-hand, 
‘I conquer’d thee, and thou art now my Slave. 
‘Guards, {trait convey him to the Market-place, |. 
“Take off, his wealthy Chains, and melt °em downs 
‘Then, for aterrible Exampleto i | 
All fordid Wretches, Souls made up of Avarice, 
Pour down his Throat the rich diffolved Mafs, 
And gorge his Entrails withthe burning Gold. = 
Mon, Not, my dear Lord, upon your Nuptial Day... 
Mith, Onany Day, my Quéen, .todoa Juftice..: 
“Which all the Gods, and all.good Men muft like. = 
For Lucius Caffius, and for Quimeus Oppins, — 
_ A milder Deftiny’s inftore. Away with him. | 
And now proceed wetothe-facred Rites... 
Aquil, Yet, ere you join, hear me, proud Emperour, © - 
_ Hear what the Fates have put into my breft; . °- 
‘Ifeemy Death, by Roman Arms, reveng’d ; 
And what Lacallushad fo wellbegun, .. .. - . . 
Pompey {hall end , Pompey, thy glory’sruine, 2 
This hour that gives me Death, fhall be the laft..-:-¢ |. 
OF all thy quiet: -fwiftdomeftick jars; © °° : 
Shall overtake thee ; thou thalt add more blood 
“To that already thed from thy own Bowels: = | 
And when at laft fubdu'd in all thy Wars, ee Ae 
Spould of thy Queens, thy Sons and: Daughters flain, «55/0 - 
Thou feek’ft fome corner.of thy conquer’d Empire: -* i 


- 


— - 


.- King of PONTUS. 9 
To hide thy abandon’d Head in, then the load | 
OF all thy woes thall come, one whom thiou leaft 
Shalt fear, long nourifh’d in thy impious breaft, _ 
Shall ftab thee to the heart, andend thy days. 
That this, allthis, and more may light upon thee, 
I pray the Gods, and {othe Furies feizethee, = _ 
Mith, Away, toDeath with the Prophetick Fool, 

_ | | _. (Ex. Guards with Aquilius, — 

Tryphon, begin, andletthe Altar{moak | ) 
With fuch rich ViGims, to the well-pleas’d Gods, . 
That they may fmile from Heav’n, and give us joy. - 


Here follows the Entertainment: after which, the King and. 
Queen return from the Altar to fit inflate. An Image of 
Vittory defcends with two Crowns in her hands; but on a 
 fiedden the Engines break, and caft the Inage forward on the 
Stage with fuch violence that they dafb in pieces, Mithri- 
dates flarting up. . ng ea 


~ _ -Mith, Hz! whence?’ how fell this out? Now, by my Arms, _ 
- ‘Our Nuptials are not pleafingtotheGodss;. | 


- -*Tis for fome fault of mine, O Moxima, 


That Heav’n denies thy beauties to my bofome: — 
Thus, when we did approach the hallow’d Vault, 
A Prophefying Prieft, with ftart-up Hair, = 
With rolling Eyes, and Noftrils wide as Mouths, - 
Stopt us i’th way, and faid we were no Match. 
As wellthe nobleft Salvage of the Field - 
Might tamely couple with a fearful Ewe, 
wees ingender withthe timorous Deer, __ 
Wud muddy Bores defile the cleanly Ermin, 

Or Vultures fort with Doves, as I with thee. 
“Tis a crofs thought, and much difturbs me here. — 

. Mon, Command me dye, e’re give your Majefty 
Caufe of the leaft difturbance, O, my Lord! 
Think you that I wou’d lye within your Arms 
To hear you figh, and give me Tears for Love? 
Or think you, ’tisto Empire Fafpire? 7 
Rather difmifs me from your Breaft, theHlaven =~ 

W here I had boasded all my a) tae mm 


“eee ee 


=) 


So And 
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And caft me out to a wide Sea of weeping. oa 
Mith, How e’re the Pow’rs above fhall deal with a | 
Racking my heart with what they have fet viet tha 
‘Thou art our Queen. 
Mon, O, ’tisanempty Name, __ a ee 
A fenfelefs found, exceptlamyourLove; ©. ex 0. Be 
.  Efind, I find that Iam loft for ever. ne a 
Thave but flept, charm’d with a golden Dream; 
And now am wak’d to beggery again. | am 
Why did you take me from my Father’s Wing? . 
Who, thoa petty Prince, was yet a World 
©f warmth tome; why did you tempt me forth’ 
‘With burning Love, and the bright Comet Power? 
“. Mth. Fright not thy render heart with falle fulpi pcions 
a will be everthine: But give me leave: _ 
A little to digeft-with ferious thoughts, _ 
'. The anger of the Heav’ns —— Arr er. 
| Andr, My Lord? 


| Phar, They whifper, General.” —-. [To Pelop. 
| Ziph. coming forward, Stats,.by. your fares, ee ae 
Ill Omens may the guilty tremble a “DI. ee ee 


Make every accident.a Prodigy, |. -. ef : 
And Monfters frame where Nature never err dy ; i Lg SG Soe 4 
May the fear’d Con{cience ftart at falling Meteors, .. 
And call the fchreme of every hooting Owl, 
Or croaking Raven, Fate’s molt dreadful Voice: - 
. Forme, TJaughat’em,; fhou ‘dow the Heav'n . 
Flame with a thoufand Fires, ne’re {een before, 
-And Thunder beat the Winds from every aia 
Not for-the Calm of all the Univerfe - 
Wou'd I put off. my Joys a moment longer. 
Stand back, my Love ;-and, when I call, gome forth ‘ 
A-minute makes LS bleit, or wretched ever e . es 


[Comes to the middle of the Stage, dnl hotel 


| Mith, i therein all the {pace: of our: wide Eenpiee., : 
- Ought of that mof ineftimable value. 4 ie 8 fa 
To make Ziphares kneel? - oe a ee 

Ziph.. There is, way Ld ee ee 
ac haa : aes ee ee 


- Mith. O, Celeftial Powers | - 

; Mark me he Subject out for all misfortunes; 

The Curles of the Roman Atanins fall 

Heavy upon me; Fortune’s giddy Wheel, 

Which we have fix’d with our Majeftick weight, 

Turn round with me, when I deny him ought — 

‘That he can ask with Honour : Rife, my Son. . 
Ziph, rifing. Since on the great Requeft which! fhall make 

The peace or trouble of my Life a Sad : 

The torment or the pleafure of my Soul, 

Eternal griefs, or everlafting joys, | 

I. wou’d recall to your remembrance, Sir, . 

The toils and hardfhips which my early Valour _ 

Has undergone, the many Fields Phave fought, 

And:Conquer'd too ;-and as of old the Romans 

“Who foughe ht the Confulbip, made bare their breafts, - 

Lac’d with long Scars, and ftudded o’re with Thrufts, _ 

The Nobie Wardrobe of the Scarlet War ; 

J wou’d, with bolder mention of my deeds,” - 

Dif play my Wounds to move your Royal Favour, | 

And offer, to the blood: which ffiave thed,. : | 

All my heart holds for fealing of your promife. > 
Mith, ©, had’ft thou fought fo paorly as thou peak . lis a 

Thy: Aétions, all the Laurels which lye green | 

Upon thee, ftrait wou'd wither, and be duft. 

To mention but thy laft, thy laft of Wars, _ 

Which ev’n the breath of Majefty makes vile, 

_ So much below = ‘Valour is all Language 
Ziph. The glory of that Battel is your own. | 
Mith, ‘To thee we owe the day, our life and Empire; | 

‘When fix'Centurions bore me from my Saddle, i 

And laid me groveling, for the violent Harfe a 

Totread mySoul out; how did my brave Ziphares 

Break throu ugh their walls of Steel leap o’re the Ramparts: 

Of the dead bedies that‘Had fenc’d me in, | 

On his own ‘Courfer mounting me to life. 

Pious even-in the mouth of Slaughter, while 

On foot himfelf, he with his Battel-axe 2 ee 

- Boredown the Legions drove whole Troops before hin; oo 

And broughe thetr. — drooping & ea thre Field! a, 


King of PONTUS? a: 


‘y\Demand, 


‘Demand, I fay, ask me moft Royally; 

I will belavith to thy vaft Ambition, . — 

And Crown thy witheslikea giving God. 2 
Ziph. Ig thankfulnefs I bend me to the Earth, 

‘Once more fall proftrate to your Majefty, = 

_ And pray the Gods to give you length of days. 

Come forth, come forth, my Fairet 

Appear, and Charm, dazle the whole Affembly. 
Mith. Awonder! Hat 
Ziph. She is, my Lord, the Boaff, : | 

The lovely Chance-work, Mafter-piece of Nature; _ 

Who blufh’d to fee what her own oo had made ; 

As if, miftaking Moulds, fhe unawares — - 

Had caft Semandra ina Form Divine. 


Sem. "Fhefe praifes, breath’d from any Lips but yours, | 


_ Lord of my life, andIdol of my love, Ger 
Wou'd make me fink with fhame, or {corn the Flatterer, 
But as they come from you, from thatlov’d Mouth, 
Thetender Off rings of your fond Defires, — - 

¥take’em all, and dieupon the found: =. 
To the driven Air my flying Soul is faften’d g, 

- Each word,each fillable youfpokeis.mines; == 
Yes, Lam fair, a Queen, a Goddefs, any thing: = 


hat my dear Lord is pleas'dtohavemebe. | 


Mith, She talks—— . a 

Ziph. And with{o goodaGrace, 
That nothing but her W rm b 
Late in the Camp I languifh’d witha Fevef, ~ 
And {ure had dy’d, but forthisfair Phyficians. _ 
"Who inthe midit of all my fiery pains, Ce 
When Art was at a lols, and I lay gafping, . « 
Wou'd quite beguile my fufferings with her Songs; - 
Her welcom.Pity, and her foft Endearments: _ 


N. 


Now, laying her chafte Cheek, cold with her T ears, : ‘ 


To mine, fhe wou'd abate the raging fire ; _ | 
Now, with warm fighs kindle my fading {pirits,, .-_. - 
And when I fainted with a Kils recal me. : 


} 


[Semandra comes forward, — . 


it can Charm beyopd it. 


; break, my Day 5. a 


Atith, By Heav’n, the weeps, andIcou’d drink the Dew? 


= 7 Phar . He takes the poylon, fait as I.cou'd with, : 


Pelips. | 


. King of PONTUS, B 
Pelop. And Prince Zipheres forces heruponhim,. =... - 
Arch, Hold, you have gone too far ; {peak to the pot : | 
Ziph: Ambition: therefore was not my ot : 

In Golchis or in Bofphorus to Reign: be fees 

Leave to my Brothers all your Empire ; and - ef 

Tome, this only Boyty for Reward. | 

Mith. Reward! Wert thouon Mitbridates Throne, 

Poffefs’d of all his Kingdoms, werethine-eye.. 

Like his who guides the day, and thou cou'dft call 

Inall thy Journeys what thou faw'it thyown; — 

Her eyes wou'd match thy luftre: all thy glories 

Wou'd be but fhadows, when this Face bs saa bd 
Ziph, They wou’d, my Lord. . 

Mth, They woud, my: Lord tf Yet: MOre sg. 

By all my Royalties, a God might wed-her, 

And be a gainer by the beauteous Bride. 

_ Ziph, Suchas theis——__ . 

Mith. Not Heav’n it felf can mend her. : 

Had I as many Tongues as I have Languages, 

Skill’d in all Speeches of the babling World, 

And cou’d at once {peak to as many Nations,._ 

With fuch a grace as might make a: 

By Mercury, and by the Father of 

The AMajfes, Efhou'd never {peak'semandra, 

Mon, O, hei is gone t ! his vow'd fidelicy 

Is gaz'd go | 

7 Mith, Tell me her Birth, Ziphares = = 

_ She muft be more than Royal. . 
Ziph, Fate, thy wort: | a 

Let me be dumb forever from this moment. 

_ Arch, Tn me your Majefty may pleafe to read - 

Her Father’: af I want in Dignity,. — 

Be pleas’d to fill up with my Services. 

— AGith, Thy Daughter !. | 
Arch, Yes, my gracious Lord, my Daughter: 

Mith, O pity that fo fair a Star thou’d be 

The Child of Night , that fuch a ftream of Cryital 

Shou'd have her Spring-fo muddy !. — - 

Thou dy’ft, thou faucy old ambitious Detard, 

Who dar’ft: to — Lees of blood with ours} ; Cc Sogkad 


| : 


os _ MITHRID ATES, 


| And ‘ants the Fhrone.of the Joumortal yrs. 


Ziph. Hold, hold, moft awful, give Zipberes death, i 


Impale me, burg me, bury mealive, 
But do not wrong this innocent old men , 


- Thefe hairs, which were made Silver in. your evict, - a | 


- Othe good Gods ! whom fear cou’d never fhake, 
Your bitter words have catis dto tremble: fee, ' 


With the difgrace, he weeps. ;- his Springs of. life il B 


Which had been dry for itty: — this lak 
_ Affront-has water’d: 

-Oh my poot Father! 2; 
. Atith, Ha! thar Namesgain; res 


»Thou-art no-more my Son. : For thee; Semanire, 
Thou fhale attend our Queen 3" tp Court, my Fair, a 


‘Where I muft learn you. to forget Ziphares, 
_ And match-you equal to your birth. oe oo 
Sem, My Lord Ziphares_—Father. snc 

Mith..Look not back... ~ 

Conduét the Queen, Phar nates, O, Semandrit! ' 

"Tis toyour Tears I facrifice my Juftice; 

_ Tothem, your Fatherstife{Unondeny, -. aa 
Who, for Ambition, didtideferve toi die. - 


ed 


_ Exeuntalk but Z bleu snd feelee, 


Now, by the Gods, ’tis fprightly:As, bis ownt:):.. 
Q, ’tis too much to bear. : Forgive me, Prince ; 

Tt breaks the very neck of Loyalty : 

_ Perhaps, he Whores my Daughter tao, : But fit: 
Rather than fee him wear my gloriesSpoils, : . 


_ Thou, my good Sword, that-hasifa citer eis | a 


And dy’d thy felf in-Remex bowels,ta 
Fhe very Guard, for this ungrateful Rings. +. 
Be faithful to me, as thou ftill haft.heen, i: 
And pierce the heart of thy difhonour’d Maftet.. - 


' Ziph, Oh, Archeleasit ‘Oh, my Kinder Father!” ee 


If you are ftir’d thus at ati dsigry word,, ae 
What fhou’d I bes, who am Jolt indeed, 
I who am ftunn’d, I who fuftain’d.the fhroke 
| Of allthe anger of thi: ‘Eases atonce?: oe 
| Semandra, Omykovel i cfot 7 
i: hea . 


an 


Avil, Dotard ! and fa faricy: | reir ace the Lees of ' ese 


ee ee me 
Arh 
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| Arch, Reftrain your grief, 
| Ast my rage, and let Ys think ape, Al TOA 
Tho for my Daughters Virtue I wou’d ftake 
. .» My Immortal part, my Fame fo dearly boughe; - 
: Yet force, which he may ‘ule, will _ ve its — 


Gonfider that. a. soiore cepvsce’ TE ee ot 
nn Confider ! -how hou’d I» 1 ide geo 5 | 

der, who grow mad wish oo oaghes ae iia 

| kes every one endeav’ring to be foremott . Ae ene 

Stops up the paffage, and will.choak my. Reafon? Pc a 
Arch, . Once more {peak humbly to bina, « , soy eager 
Perhaps, ’tis but a fudden fhore-liv'’d fir, | ee ee 

A gut of Paffion that may foon blow overs: 03 us pee 


But if you find it rooted ia his heart; -. 0 3 os ee. 
Eat your way through him, to your happingls 4° a 


Or perifh, like your Brother asthridates.. . , <o a a ie 
Ziph, By Heav’n, I think it greateft happier. Gl pein ek ee 
Never to have bean born , and next-vothat,:.. : ae oy ay, 


To die: for who that wears his flefhcan bear ©"... . 
The curfe of Accidents, a Change like mine? ©... — 
I who, fome moments paft, woy’d not haveshang’d.-? ade 
Condition, with the blefled age Cae os = ee ‘ 
Now, in all probability, am loft,’ 7: Po ee © 
And ftand upon the very brink of ryine. a rae © 
Arch. Your Deftiny’s uncertain 5 Fate, as yet,” ," 
Holds the Scale doubrful; 'let-us hafte to Court, . 
~ Where we fhall learn which way the Ballance falls.:,. 7 
Ziph. Not half an hour ago, methought fecure®:, 
I hug’d my felf, and almoft cou’d have wept .. 
In-meer compaffion to th’ hard-fated World, . 
Thinking how much my ftatewashappier.- | 
_ Arch, Yet all the while you did not fpy he dings oe 
Which crept invifible, and undermin’d you... - 
Ziph. Alas, I did not ; without fear Iftood:-: 
Like one who, on the Beach, diferies from far - os 
A labouring Bark, with which the Billows Wars. 
Pities its ftate, withing the Tempeftgon,- -..,.....  . - 
But views not the near Sea come roll ing c OM fe: : be Gee es dy 
So did with me my unfeen Fortune play, ee et ee ee 
ul the Waves came, and wafhd me quite aways. a -o Leseonr 


a 


a < 
bag Nhe . : 
+. dae 
ES ee Se Eee e~ ome 


6 MITHRIDATES: 
ACT IL SCENEIL. 
Enter Pharnaccs, and Pelopidas, - | 


Phar. LL hear no more get me a hundred Horle: - 
Tobe our Guard, I'll bear her hence to night, 
And Ravith her, by ail the ‘fire that atts | 
_ This fearlefs frame, I will. . Declare the diff rence ? o aa, * 
Is not the Blood of Queens and-Princeffes . 
Like other Womens? Souls alike infus’d; ‘- 
‘Their Banquets richer, and the Drinks they talte 
_ The very Spirits of the Purple Vine? 7 
Yet we mutt think ’em cold as candid Ice, 
Not a thought ftarting, free from warm defires, 
As the bleak Girl upon the Mountain’s top, | 
Cover'd with Snow, Beat’n with conftant Winds, 
That feeds on Herbs and ‘Roots, and drinks the Dew. 
Pelop, What,wou'd you have her fall like mellow Fruit 
Whom yet no Sun has-fhone upon, no waren , 
To ripen? “bate a little‘of this. fire. 
_ Phar, Pelopidas, 1 oft have told you, that 
She knew my love, before fhe faw my Father 5 
‘For in the Plunder I firft lighted on her : 
Tho afterwards he took my beauteous {poil, 
As now he does my Brother's. Ialledg’d, 
As late I led her weeping to her Chamber, 
Seite paflion, and his breach of faith, 
All that a love moft violent cou’d put - 
Into a Lover’s mouth, like mine ; but fhe unmov 'd, 
Infenfible reply'd, the King, ‘twas esac | 
Aclaft might cll ‘her: with his cruelty ; os 
_ Yet tothe urmoft momentof herlife 6.200 9. y  7 
She wou'd adore him with fuch fpotlels love, * st 
Such moft Romantick faith, and fucha deal - 
Of whining grief,:that in a rage Tflung © | 
Away, and left her talking co her felf. - ee? 
Pelop, And do you think. this baugfine will ia da “a 
He that will win a moft exalted Beatity,: | | 
Mutt bend his Souliow, as he bows. his Body, _ a " 
atca 


.  Kingof PONTUS. 7 
Watch every Glance, obeyhere’refhefpeaks, = =. | 
Caft up his eyes at each affeGed word, 
- And {wear—Befides her. Honour, Sir, herHonour, 
Obliges her to ftand awhile at diftance. 
Phar. Tis almoft empty ; Honour, Courtfhip, all 
But gaudy Nonfenfe.. O, Pelopidas, | 
Rather than buy my Pleafure with fuch bafene(s, 
‘Pde be a Brute: Now, by my Life, methinks, | 
The happier Creature, caft before thy eyes ; 
The generous Horfe, loofe in a Flow’ry Lawn; 
VVith choice of Pafture, and of Chryftal Brooks, 
And all his chearful Miftrefles about him, : 
The white, the brown, the black, the fhining bay, — oo 
- And every dappled Female of the Field ; 3 
Now, by the Gods, for ought we know, as Man 
Thinks him a Beaft, Man feems a Beaft to him. 
Pelop, Be more ‘confiderate, lefs rafh and hot 5 
I have thought of an Expedient to gainher. __ 
Phar, Thou art my better Genius, and fhalt fourth; 
| WVhenv4rchelass, like a blafted Tree, 
Lies rotting tothe ground. 
Pelop, Did Mithridates 
_-Know of your Love to Adonina? 
_ Phar. He did: 
As publickly I fhow’d it as Zipberes : 
Yet he, who like the He fperiam Dragon, thinks 
The Goldep Fruit of Beauty all-his own, 
Flew at me as a Thief, who, while he flept, 
Mad ftoln his Prize, and made me pay it back ¢ . | 
Or fwore my life fhou’d be the fatal forfeit. 
Pelop, "Tis as cou’d have with’d: thus then, the King; | 
— VVhofe Heart Semandrakindles into Flame, . 


_ Cools every hour to his new-marry’d Bride, 


And will not Bed her till the Coronation. 

A meer put-off, wading in deep difguft, i 

And withing for pretence to part for ever. 

_ Phar, a he thall have; this Head of thine - ing it. 
__ Pelop, 1, and the. needful. Andravar, | 

VVho feels the Pulfe of shis AffeGion 5 _ ; 

: vv fwear ea on ge 3 er er 


_ As Witnefles who had both feen and heard 
The jealous A4oniwea inrag’d with Love, 
. But more for what her vaft Ambition loft, 
Strove to revive the paffion that you bore her ; 
But you moft generoufly oppos’d her Chirms, a | 
~ . Which with unwillingnefs you thall conféfs; 2 4. ~ 
And beg your fiery Father to forgiveher,  .-  _ | 
_ Phar, Pithy, and fhort , thou art the Soul of Ceunfel, 
_ Pelop, The very breaking of the bufinefs, throws 
_ Her into Prifon, where, while I guard the door, 
- Your Highnefs may, with as much eafe, perform 
Your pleafure, as your faithful fervant thoughtit. | 
_ Phar, In thanks, the vileft fawning tying Slave Fg 
‘Wou'd {peak thee fairer than Pharnaces thall , _ : 
But let my deeds be grateful to my Souldiex. 


y8 os MITHRIDAT ES, 


ater Andravar. 


“What news, my Andraver? 

4Andr, Your Guardian-{piric 
Now lays about him, and invifibly | 
Acts wonders for you, madding-all the Court : 
_Semandra weeping, and your Father burning 
Monime, like a Widow’d-Turtle, mourning ;, _ 
Old 4rchelays puthing on his Fate, —_ 
And Amorous Ziphares, led by love, | ee 
Fo tumble fromthe top of allhis hopes. =~, - 
_Defiance from the Romar Contul Glabrie,. pak 
_-Efent, and-the third Posrick Warrenew'd:. 
_. But Love fo rocks your Farhers.drouzy braia; 
‘That all che Trumpets of the chundring Legions. 
— Can Icarce awake him. See wherehecomest === 


Enter Mithridates attended, | ee 


His haughty courage fcarce fubmitting to_ | 
| Theweight which preffeshim, but, Hrikinpouts 
__ 4tith, She muft be mine, this admirableCrecagure; 

_ Her Charms are now inevitable grown -.-. | 


And, while. [eam to fright hee frommy Son, | 


King of PONTUS, 
I talk, and gaze, and dote, tomy undoing, - : 
See her no more ; lofe her with weighty thoughts, 
‘And drown her in the Ocean of thy Power: - 
In vain I ftrive with cares to keep her down, | 
- In vain does bufinefs fink her to the bottom ; 

_ This Bladder Love ftill bears her up again, 
_ __ Phar, Like a caught Lyon, raging in the fnare, 
He plunges.in his paffion, fpends his force, 
And ftruggles with the Toil that holds him fafter, 

Mith, See her no more—andlive ! Impoffible, 
As well I might bid Meteors keep their luffre, 
When all the thining Exhalation’s {pent 
| "That fed their fhort-liv’d glory, 


Enter Monima, 


1 Mon. O Mithridates ! O my cruel Lord! 
I come with all the violenceof grief, = . 
To take my laft farewel. | 
' Mith. What means the Queen? 
Mon, The Queen ! O mockery of State! 
Pageant of Greatnefs ! wondred at a while, 
But {trait neglected like acommon thing. _ 
Icome, my Lord, to beg (O Heav’ns !) your leave, - 
Your Royal Licenfe, to retire from Court; 
And, fince my Father by your bounty Reigns _ 
At Ephefus, Uthere wou'dgotomourn, ; 
And languith out my wretched Life’s remain, = 
_ Mith, Why will you add new troubles to my Bofom, 
Already burthen‘d with the Wrath of Heav’n, — 
By your unneceflary grief? = = ~~. 
Mon. From Earth, I fear, oo , | 
Apd not from Heav’n, thofe Cloudy Cares aredrawn. 
Mith, No matter whence; they're dangerous to-pattake ; 
The tender Face of Beautycannotbear*em;  -. 
- For, if from Earth they come, their Damp will flifle 
And, if from Heav’n, their Influenceis b ing. 
_ __ Aton, Were you but kind,my Lord, as once you were, 
What blafting cou’d I fear? what dangers, deeft == -- 
In all the horrours of moft'dreadful Death? = 
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6: MITHRIDATES, ~ 
" But'you are pleas'd that I fhou’d not complain. a 
Andr. Semndra, by your Majefty’s appointment,, 
Attends without. 
Mth, Fair Monima, retire: 

You will oblige me by a.confidence 
J cannot be; but yours ; affairs.of State. 

Now take mefromyou. | : 

Won, Say, the affairs of Love, ae 
Iwou'd, my Royal Lord, but cannot blame yous 
T feel a Spirit within me, which callsup -_ _ 2 
All that is Woman wrong’d, arfd bids me chide : 
But you are AGthridates, that-dear man ? ee 

Whom my Soulloves ; elfe, were youail the Kings, oP 
All Worlds, all Gods, 1 cou’d let loofe upon you, | - 
For thofe deep injuries which I out fuffer ; ee 
-Cou’d, like the —. Winds, difturb all Nature . 
‘With venting of my wrongs ; but] am huf’a 
fs a {pent Wave, ard all my fiery Powers | 
Are quench’d, when I but look upon your Eyes, © 
Where, likea Star in water, lappear _ - | | 
A pretty fight, but of noTaffuence; a ae 

And am at beft but now a ffining Sorrow. T Exit; led by Pharwaces,. 

pith. O Love! if thatthe Face of fuch Afleftion, - 6° 
Such modeft Sweetnels, and fach humble Virtue, a 
Ass my Queen bears, fix not my wandring Heart; . 
Break, break thy Bow, and burn thy ufelefs Arrows +. 
‘By Heav’a, her kindnels (trikes:mytroubled Soul. - 


Enter Semandra with Andravar attemding. 


But fée,-fhe’s loft again, Semandra comes, | 
Who drowns like blufhing Noon her paler-dawa,; << 
_ And (hows like’Siammer to the Infant —— oe F 
 < Semandra, what; ftillweeping.? willnotal © 
The Wealth whichthe Sun-tces throughout the Ea a ve 

Dry up your Tears 2: methinks, an Empire might. = 
Suffice for any lofs.. Igiveyouallmy Powers = = 

> And, with é,fiich-a heart, asnoughtbut love © 
-- Cou’d bow: I throw.it bleeding: at your Feet.: . cae 
Behold; behold, Semandra, WhileLblufh: 625 6 De tes 


: - : TE 
. | King of PONTUS. ar 
The great effets of your Commanding Beauty. . 
| Sem. Were youryet greater than you are, which {carce 
| ~The Gods can make you; tho no bounds but Heav’ a 
[- - Did limit your large Sway ; ; tho in your perfon a 
: The Graces met that ever Man adorn’d, 
| The Bluth of Rifing Youth, the Conquering Eyes; 
| The Noble Smiles, and thofe moft paffionate pecan 
. Which drew my Heart to Idolize your Son, — 
' Jcou'd not love you. 
! Mith, Oh, unmerciful + 
‘Sem. You faid, my Lord, but now; 
: ‘You bluth’d to think of your depraded Powers ° 
How then ought Ito blufh? I, who fhou’dbe 
- The daily Curfe of your repining Subjects ?: - 
¥, who am bound by Oaths andfolemn Vows- 
‘Tolove Ziphares? By my Father’s Order, |. 
And by the tendereft Inclination too... | a. uch eo 
_ Mith, You ftrike me dead: - Ji a a ce ed 
Sem. Oh, do but think, myLord, =~ | wi ee 
How wou'd Mankind, when they fhall read my Story, eee 
‘Tear all she Rolls, or throw” em tothe Flames — 
- How wou’'d the weeping Maids ‘curfe my membranes; 
~ Shou’d I for pride of Power; a'Golden Promife,; -. 
| A gaudy Nothing, prove ingrateful perjur’d ¥ oS, oe 
_ Leave all the goodnefs of the Barthtolanguifty - ce fe 
And break for ever with his matchlefs Virtue 1 _ . a ee 


er gg a 
a: ‘ 
1 


| Math, You have faid ; and Iconfefs it te be Hava: een 
‘know, and cill I faw your E es,Ifovd ae “ae 
The Virtue of my Son, I lodg’d hiny near. ‘ Pe era ae 
a My Heart, and fet him down my. Shicoeffor’ a “See soye art 
| _ But now, Oh hear, and wonder at your: Power; a ea 
pete of his Noble Ads, thotohts Arm —. e ae ec 
| owe my Life, tho Juftice'fpeaksfoloud,-' 0 2 lei UY 
| And the foft Tongue of Nature pleads els alae § 
. Thate him more than.I didever love hits! ¥°° 2 on dedi yy 
sem. Alas! wou'd Ihad dy’d when fief youtaw MOO) 330. 
: Mth, Had he con{pir’d my Death, ufurp” rhage aah a 


_ Perhaps Imight have doom’'d him-to be lain, oe : oe 3 
Yet fure I fhou’d have wept to fee'lim die ; | is Ps ae re ’ Re 
_ Butnow, fince he sais Revidvthavlov’d Gea Paves “a 


a). MITHRIDATES, 
I prize above the World, tearing you from me, ~ 
Giving metwemy Deaths, and cutting throu gh 

_ My very Soul, thou’dI my Empiregive =” 

To buy his Fate, de think it vaftly fold. 


sem, ‘Then blafted be the Form that charm’d: your Eyes, 


His Fate ! Oh, Gods! then you defign his Death, 
Toreap the Bloody Harveft of his Lif, wx 
And, 4?¢reus-like, to feedon your own Bowels? : 
But know, Proud Monarch, theré are Powers who fee. 
And punifh Crimes like yours : NorcanIdoube 
But they will fave from your moft Impious Rage 
‘My poor lov’d Lord, the Innocent Ziphares, 


. . ‘ 
. 


“ith. Thofe Waters more inrage my Jealous Flame, 
_ Your Fatal Kindnefs haftens on his Deat 
And that untimely Doom which Lforbore 
To execute, feems neceflary now; . 


-. And thofe heav’d Sighs but {pread my Anger’s Wings ¢ os 


, 


You give him all your Stock of richeft Love, a a 


ZZ 4 


Your Tears, your longing Looks, your Smiles, your G foans: a 


And over-blefs him wath your ote kindnefs 

But niggardly to me you will not{pare wie 4 

A pitying Glanee, oné Pearly.drop, to. Ranfom 
‘The Soul of this defpairiag-ngithrtdases, 9. + 
Andravar, go, and bear the Pringeto Prion... 


#: 


See, he repents : Nay, i muft hold you then; naa 


Seay, Andreverry the King. has call’youback:: ‘> = * 
And, if you ftir; you sake, Semandra with you. : : | 7 


‘O, Mithridates ! O ungrateful Prince! 6° 3 


t 


What was it you did order ?-But behold; °° 2 > 
His Eyes are fix’d upon the ground. 
To think he cou’d fo, meakroully De 


‘ <« 


ree, 


To murder the fweet hopes of ail bis Kingdoms: oe 


The Gods be prais’d for this Sereng R. 


Lad ° . hid 
* oh 7 te 
z ‘ 


Yet, with the fright, Jfean Lfhall nosileep 3 a aa 
ill Death does clofe my Eyery 3-/.' 455, Riles aoe ea 


Mith. O.nite, Saagadral. a er Te 


Sem. Nonen, Lieve will; 2 0°: ee 


Ge 
. 
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‘Oh all you pitying Powers, will, not my cs 
And piercing Woés Move you ‘eo gmels, his Soul? Lae 
r you be deaf? Qh Sush dMichridates't Pip momar 
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Grreeping. 


-@ 


to 


Ring of PON. TUS. 


Did you but know the workings 2 a have made, 
The heavy plight, the panting Paffions here, — 
4 ou had but a Grain of all chat World | 

Of Love, you fwore you once:had for Semsandra,,. 
You cou’d not fee me.thus: Mifery diftracts 
My Reafon, fhou’d you turn toa new rage, © . 
(Which I mutt fear, unlefs you Vow to fave himy 
Tcou’d not bear it ; you fhou’d fee me fall . _ 
Cold, pale, and with my Deaths Convulfions gralpiog: 
Your water'd feet, but never more rife, 3 


Mith, Give me your Beauteous Hand , I: Gwear 4 i. | 


By all thofe Powers we worthip, by our Self, . , 
When e’re. Ziphares-dies, Semundra kills him's: 
She fhall alone have Power to give ~~ Death,, 
Or to recal his moft: any Fate. 3 | 


Enter Ziphares wa Archelzs : ue | 


_ Fhus dearly do I buy the Red Impreffion | 
- Which my-Lips make, but take it, take ic from me :: rf 
My Blood boils up: again, my Spirits kindle, a 


That lovely Brand lias lent my. withes flame, or 


And I am loftagain in vaft defire.. 

___ Ziph, Semandra |. live Lonce to fee thee mores. 
Tho in my Father's Arms? °TisHeav’ Nn, to gaze. 

©n thy affaulted Honour ; thus to fee thee 5 - 

Thus tempted from me withthe Charms of Empi 

Yet not. confenting / No, Pil not: ss aaah 

Laid at thy Feet, | 

* €ou’d win thy Faith 

Yet, O dread Sir, forgive me:- | 

If that my-boding, Heart fufpects you more} 


"Phen all chat Heav’n coud fend down great and chierming; : 


Or Hell oo — Up horrid to deftroy me, . 
Mith, | 

Arch, O, tenet | Sir, on that's. 

Thirik how the Romaws wilt defpife your Wars; 

If Love now — ou--Speak, my Lord : he yields 

__ Ziph, Oh; Royal Six; or if che Name of Father: 

Can move you more, by that q will Conjure you's: ie 


a? 


‘_ MITHRIDATES; 
By all the Charms of stratonice’s Eyes, | 
When firft they drew you to adoretheir luftre , - 
By all che Pains you gave her when the bore me; _ 
By all the Obedience ‘Ihave = you long, 
And by the Blood I yet intend to lofe > ae 
In your behalf: oh grant me my Semandra, i gh - 
Sem, Ev’n by the Paffion my unhappy Beauty 
Firft kindled in you, but I hope isd ing, 
Give meé Ziphares, give himtomy Longings, 
' Mith, ’Tis done; the Conquett is at: obtain’d, 
And Manly. Virtue Lords it o’re my Paffion:: | , 
It thall be fo ; away, thou feebleGod, 
~ [banifh thee my Bofoma, hence I fay ; 7 
” Be gone, or! will tear the Strings that hold thee, _ 
And ftab thee in my Heart. The Wars come on ; 
By Heav’n, I'lldrown thy laughing Deity 
In Blood, and drive thee with my brandifh’d Sword 


"To Rome, Twill, yes, to the Capitol, 


There to refume thy Godhead ance ar ee. 
And vaunt thy Majefty without controul; 
But never Reign in A4thridatesSoul, 
Arch, O wonderful effec of higheft Virtue! ! 
O Conqueft, which deferves more Trjumphs than 
Achundred Victories 1n Battel Zain’d. | 
Ziph, You mutt, you fhall’be now. the Lord of Rimes 
‘Her Fate hall bow beneath your Awful Scepter, aos 
O let me not enjoy the Life: you promis’d,: .. 
The vaft poffeffion of. the rich.Serandra, : . | ee es Be 
- Tf I ftrike not Rome’s Eagles tothe Earth, =~ ‘ee ad 
Take the Imperial Standard, Chafe their Legions; = Le 
And bring in Triumph all their Leaders bound. . 
Mith, Andravar, hafte, Proclain throughoug the City .. 
My Son Ziphares General againitthe Romans. ; Sei Andreu 
Come to my Breaft once more, my dédreft Son Ses, oe 
In {pight of Love, thou art again my Child: - 
Thus, witha Father’ s bowels, I receive. thee, - oe 
| “Thus melting o’re thee wigh the'tendereft ee es. te 
| pray the Gods'to.Crown-thy: Youth with glory, 9. --- ce 
Ziph, Oh Happinefs 1 Oh Joy? ‘Oh blefied Tears te i ig 
Reward this en Heav'n ; for: ‘Poor ziphares ns eer ot 


| Ring of PO NTUS, 35 
Is now fo loft, he knows not what to fay. hie oe 
Let me devour yotir hands with Filial dearnefs : . 7 
Were my whole Life to come one heap of Troubles, - 
_ Thepleafure ofthis moment wou’d faffice, —~ 
And fweeten all my griefs with its remembrance. ner 
. Sem. Oh happy hour! if Inotfettheedowa, . — 
The whiteft that the Eye of Time e’re- law, 3 
Let me ne're {mile whea-I remember thee, 7 
Nor ev’n in withes offer at aJoy. “Ls Bouting within: | 
Mith, Hark! wath loud. Cryes the Souldiers fend their Joys. 
Go then, with the beft Bleffings I can give thee, | 
Conduct my chearful Subjects .to the Fidd.. 
Take all-the fighing. Virgins withes with thee: 
Subdue the con ul, and receive Semandra, ..- ae ae 
Ziph. © do not doubt me, my moft Royal Lord; = © ° 
If now I Conquer-not, thus helpt;thus promis'd, = 
_ Thus prais‘d, incourag’d, and-thus over- bleft, 
Iam the Mark, for all 
The Synod of the’Gods:to thoot their Fires ate 
Mith, Semandra, veil your Beauties from my eyess 
I wou’d not truft their Influence, tho I thank eR 
- The Pow’rs above, {0 ftrongly a my hala fee 
I think I might, and fear not a relaple: . Car 
InanA — oper for your grief, .. a 
You fhall be plac‘d, tall yours vand my Zi iperes - 3 
Return in Trumph ; where noeyes. fhall fee 
Your private walks, nor mark your fecret forrows. 
» I thus-divide you, that your meeting may: Se 
Be yet more grateful, ‘Hafte, my Son, toBattel: © 
Be.fhort in parting, forthere:is:noend f 
of Lovers Farewels, The Powers above preferve you: es a 
[Exit Mith, with Pelop. and Anire, 
| Ziph, Farewet. Seménilya Oo; if. my Father wae bil | 
Fall back from Virtue, ‘tis an impious thought, - 
Yet I muft ask you ; cou’d youn my ablence, 
Solicited by Power. and Charming’ Empire -. . 
And threatned too. by death » forget your Vows? 
Cou’d you, I fay, abandon poor Ziphares, ~ . 
Who mid’ft of Wounds and-Death wou'd tht on yous 


And Whatloc’ re _—— fhou’d co | : 
; - ~— sy > Wow'd 


26 _ MITH KE DATES, 
_Wou’d keep his love facred to his: Stwsgadra, _ 

Like Balm, to heal the heavieft misfortune ? 
Sem, Your eruel queftion tears my.very Souls 

Ah, can you doubt me,. Prince? A Faith, like ntine, 7 

The fofteft Paffion thar e ‘re Woman Wept ; 

But as refolv’d as ever man cou’d boaft : ft ee 
Alas, why will youthen fufpe&my Truth? =. 

Yet, fince it thows the fearfulnefgof Love, = 

Tis jut I4hou’d endeavour to convince you =. : 
Make bare your Sword, my Noble Father, draw. | 

Arch, What wou'dét thou now 2 ne 
Sem, Ifwear uponit, Oh, - : 

Be witnefs, Heav ny and! al} avenging Powers, - 

Of the-true love I.give the Prinee Ziphares,: 

When Lin thought forfakemy plighted Faith, 

Mucti-lefS.in.ac, for Empire change my love ;_ ag  #* 
_ May this keen Sword by my ii, i hand = fw 
-Beguided to my Heart, rip Veins and Arteries, = ey ee ak 
And cut my faittlefs limbs.from this hack’d bodys 
To feed the ravenous Birds, and Beafts of. prey. 


Arch, Now, by my Sword, "twas a goodhearty wi i 
And, if thou play’@ hin falle, this faithful hand: oo 
As heartily fhall make thy wifies good, | 


Ziph, Orhear mine too. ‘We're Lfail in ought. 
"That Love requires in ftridtett; niceft Tends 


_ May Tnot only be proclaim’d aCowerds. . ae ae 
But bein deed that. moft detefted thingk.:. 0 oes: oe 

_ May I; in this moft glorious War hr ie ot eee ts 
Be beaten bafely, evinby Giebase’s Shavesa: pee aia Gis. 
And for-a punishment lofe botlt thefeeyess:)) (be 


¥er live, and: never more behold. Semepdra, CT anapepss: 
Come, ne more-wilhing 3, Hark, the hemes call. 
Sem Prefetve him, Gods, aes renbrrmaeneig os f Sey 


| es The ‘Nobleft Image of. your perfecbfelyesz? 7. Sh oe ice 


Earewel’, 1m loft in Fears; Where age youySir2” oe 
Arch, He’sgone. Away, my Lord, yout newor pi. — 
Ziph. Igo, but reufttnm backfer-one lsh — 


Remember, O-remember,, dear. Semandiiag. 03: cs 3 oe oe 
That-on thy Norene all nly Foran oe HON feo cs ete’ 


| —— isthe but nels. of. NN a. at aoe yo oa 


King of: PONTUS. oe 
ues makes the Fight, drawsevery Swords a 
semandra founds the Trumpets; gives the Word. 
So the Moon Charms her watry World below ; . 7 
Wakes the vars and tmaloes ‘em Ebb sad Flow: dreams, 


‘ 


i ad 


act ri I SCENE L | 
The Pid she 
EnterLi phates bondi, with seuliiers: 


Ziph, A Re e theft, are et the _ of the weit ? 
ve Frierids, how have you tto a 

‘You fought, as cif vom all had Mittreffes, ° ts eae ay a 

Who from fome Battlement beheld your Valour; es 

And from your Arms expected all fheir Fortune: © 

Oh, had youheard’em claptheirtender hands, 

Beat their white. Breafts, end rend thé wond’ring Heav’ns |’ 

With therr fhrill:cryes, you' cou'd not have done more 5 ee 

Your looks were Bafilisks to Roman Blood, “= 

Your very Breath was as the furious North, a 

And drove the Legions, like the Chaff, before — — 

Nor wasl idle ; watnefs the wounds feel, rere 

Tho Glabrio, at diftance, fhun’d the force _ ae 

Of my far-darted Javelin, yet it firuck - 

A Tribune down, and‘did not ‘ufeléfs fall. - 

What more remains, but that we hafte to mevt | 

—'Vidtorious Archelars, plunder their Tents, | - 7 

And loaded with the Laurel we have wot, ee 

March to Sy#ope, thouting allthe way, 6 

Long live the King . Kings, reat Maoridaes t 


te J 
<& 


_ Eater Archelaus, attended, ee 


Ach © Prisioe 3 hoa Life, thou Soul of all che cA pee 
To whofe dear hand thrice Idid owe may life, — 
When thrice this day my Horfe was kill’'d beneath mes 
O Renown'd day { this one oe yee ee cn 
: ‘Las 


The kindled joy di 


And. follow | 
‘That ev’ our Souls thalt lofe themafelves in'‘pleafure, 


20 MITHRID ATES, 


Has drown’d'in dark Oblivion all my Wars:." 3. 
Like Time itfelf.thy Glory thallrunony =: : 
While mine, my fifty fron-years of battel; 
Ljes-{meer’d in duft, and moulder into Athes: | 

Ziph. Yes, Father, now I cou’d grow proud of Conqueft,. 
Since it muft give your: Daughter to my ae , 


Semandra, Vidtory: déolar'd Hetfelf. -- 

E’re yet.a Death by any hand was given. 

Kv’a now my blood more heatsimy:yourhful veins, 

My Cheeks grow redder, with the expectation 

Of Love’s dear pramis’d joys, than .when:] ftrqve.-; 
Inflame of fight, with all my toil upon me; 

To cut my way; end:win thefamous Field... .- 

__ .Arph,.Gyant me, you Gods, before the hand: of. Dei 
Comes, like Eternal Night with, her-dark Wingy 7 

To bar:the comfortable ight forever.’ ;.,-- 


-Methought to day, when I had given the i word, | 


From thele my agéd ‘eyes 5: O let mefee. 7 i me pee 
A Grandchild of my Princes Sacred Blood, A We ifs 


To call him mine, -tofeel himinmy Anms, -.-. 


To hear his innocent talk, and. feehim. ae e ‘: ; - os 


While I tell Stories of his Fathers Valour, +: 
Which he in time muft [earn to,imitate:... 
Grant me but this, you'Gods, and\make an ate 


Soon as-you pleafe, of this old happy.man. as nee oo 
Zipo. feela er lightningin my. breaftsics, ie eine 
ifperfes quickly through me,: ' : ot rhusr ic 

And fays; E’re yet the fetting-Sun has quench'd. ee 


His Lovein his cold Miftrefs Bed . oe 


Semandra thall be mine; ev’rnall Semandra: : es oe 


The thought is Extafie ! t thefe.Arms thall hold her: : 


Faft to my throbbing Bréaft, thefe raviflvd eyes... . = : . “ 


Gaze till they're blind, with lookin onher-Blufhes:¢.... 
Thefe — Lips (hall {mother all er Smiles, “’ 
er with fuch. purfuit of Kifles, 


Arch, Firft, fend.a Flying Mefing isnsesisges | 
Of our gréat Vidtory. . 

Ziph, Ziphares {elf ! 
Mulibe the Pian of: sown. 7 


Ji 2) gg Na ek 


yr. 2. pe ™ 


. 
a ‘. * . ae t ‘\ 
re . ow 6 2 if ‘ 
. 


ee Ree 


® os 


- But once to view the bright Sersandth plags* 


King of PONTUS, a » ; 


Fil £0) with the ee Ce eee as me mee 
“While you behind 'condudé; on'eafie Match; Gees A Ree 
The weari’'d Army. Once moré let thé Idole) eo D0 ~ fiend: 
My Father thus. 7 

~ “Arch, My heart bodes happiiefs. ; 

Ziph, ?Twere fin todoubt; fince tal had no hand | 

Ta what our Swords by dint of Valour’ won? ee 

She to the Brave was ever a curft Foe} © ' z te 7 os. 
Bur] at laft have bound her to my Ctatiot; pe ee 


By Conquering Virtue to bedrag’d dlongy-+) 0 20" eee 
And while her. broken V Vitel is‘proudly be 
She fall be fore’d our Triumph tq soi E me Pry 


He 


* c ial 5 Y I ar a | ais 
Zhe Paleo Garden ae e a - Fie i per 
$ | eater Pharnacse bd Aidan: eee st 


Andy, “FHen there is hope, my Lord,-th* unfetled xing = : ae 

May yet relapie, aiid fall'to Loveagain:? 0.0 .- 2 

jie Tis certainthae th end. wil Crown our wie ee 

Late, as I pry‘d'about ‘semissdyi’sGatdens,-1.: i! ati oe 

Mad that our Plot a-ground; fo plough'd to: bear;2" : oe 2 10 

Shou’d yield no-Fruit, ftilf thougheful how to work. himy 2°. i 5 
ras tte for fonie accident, t0 fe: Hd! “gue eae 


. fe, and redeem the laf deliges, > AiO, aoe : Mae 
Tebanc' fo py the fr Senne pgs vest va orn 


+" 


me into wonder: - Ben ere a Pt “4 
But ftrair thy -Generat'came to refciid me, 02 aye 
VVho took the hint itmeieely,and-went:i ears Loeg ead ae 


But, in that pofture, the appear’d fo lovely, - mo Erase oe 
Bold as I am; the Charm’g 


To fee the King. De sey : | re ar hs at eg ick : 
Andy, . Iguefs thé good! idefig ign}: oe — co dighicd 
To draw him on'to feéour ieaeoods Roe an 


Phar. You have it ; and *tis more chan half edd: ae 


—- Ffaw ‘etn walk : Pelopidas, by his action, a ee ol a 


I know did kindle him with w6éndrous praife,. > ne red A , wen 
But-the King. ftopt, as if seit Kear'd to 20-5. eee a pe ae ae 


9 -« MITHRIDATES, 


_ Then fi ein: glanc’d, and.figh’d, = | wall 
Rubbing his hand upon his F ie agai 
The rifing Bluthes : bug, ‘ebold ‘ean be bore oy as 


Enter Mithridates, Pelopi ; — 


Mith. What are herCharms ty me e beast 
Pelop. *Tis true, they are pots” a “aoe. 
And yet, methinks, the fight might draw down From ae 
Yet, I'de noe ask you, for the ‘World, to feeher, se a a? 
But that I think you ’re Matter.of your promile: ee 
I thought your-God-like frame, your ftrenath of mind 
‘Not to be fhook, therefore I woo ‘s hag , ” 
In Curiofity, to fee.a Wonder:; , 7 
-But, if you doubt your felf§ © - + >>. : 
Mith, think Tneednot: ee ae 
I chink my Vertue is refolv'd’y. Bie yer rede 
J fear, and therefore I will go.n0, no farther. 
Pelop, “Tis well celolw'd ;: and yee, merhinks, ‘owou'd cafe 
“Your pity, .caord than loves; £0 = eh teas 
Force through her faqwy lidsitheir melting courfe, 
To lodge ghemmfehias aevberxtd amumm’sing lips). 
That talk fuch mournful things, ‘when Grait, a agale., ee, ae 
Of ftarting fighs cartiesahofe Pearlsaway,.. 0 
_ As Dews, by Winds, sse.wafted from the Flowers. . 


t 


Mth, “Tis wondrous pitiful , ly ‘Sahaeranvet ne abe. x 

“1 feel her forrow working heres ig-calls. avi ben, aan 
Fire to my breaft, and SOE SANS Re Wlatna at bended 
And, if Idurft, — SIO SG i. seep ebann 


‘Your temper, if the oallue ike ee" eee a aay 
But ftir your heart , let me Genjure YO, Sity ye i Slay 


‘Not to go on: the dazling manner will mai eteest oT 
Difturb-your quiet, and confound. your Reafon ' 7. 50s ns 
Mith, ’Twill be as wellythe I believe no Baer , a . a eee 
Can change sby"Virtue ,: ‘Yet "ew ill bras wel | 7 ae ae a . 
Ef you relate-exadlly what powriawe oe] , rea we 7 
Pelop, Behold her tseh ype es Bt oral! 
‘With her foft forrows Julid inte a ere 


| - Summers heat had, ‘to. her capone 4 


“chaded 


Ring of FONTUS a 


Sinisbideraimentned ae pi Bete ieee 
The Beauties of her Neck and mala reas. eV a ene, 


“Lifted by inward ftarts, did rife and fall. Lb a ec a oe 
With motion that might put a Soul in Statues: gE ae 
The. matchlefs.whitenefs of her foulded Azms,, : ae 


"That feem’d t’. imbrace the Body whence they grew ert 
Fix'd me to gaze o’re all that Field of Lovey. 2. KN 
While to my ravilh'd eyes officious winds; «20.58 (out holy 
Waving her Robes, dif 27d (adh Handfom Limbs, eats Lee 
As Artifts wou'd in Polifh'd Marble give; 2 
‘The Wanton Goddefs, when fupi y laid eae i [os eee 
‘She Charms heg Gallant God toetew: enjoyment.’ ae 
Mith, Something there is Pye areed Hee 
Tis Pity, fure, it cats. be only Pi ee 
Who knows, but that hee mules yi ee ae ee 
And cruel griefs, in time, may give. rdewh? AG apap 28 Hed 
*Twere moft Inhumane therefore abt.to go,.. 2. 3.-5' Mi ee 
And comfort her; with praifes of -Zipbares:s:- V4 be Poe 
Fl cell her-how he Conquers, how he comes... pie, Bek ee 
Triumphant from the Conful’s overthrow, .. Jae, ee eae ae 


Totake the Noble Wreaths he has delery’d;. ae we 
Embraces from her Arms’, 'Cirdles: moroelch::. en eS 
- Than all the Crowns my feuitlefs Valour. wea... <: i are es 
. Yet, ftay ; Iwill not dpeale of Bias: wee le: ne: 
To bre herreft Pit fee her, when the wakes... ' eo es oe 
Pelep, Then you dae truftiyour heart 2- : vis ee ee, 
Mith, Tis fure ¥dare: - aS Cindi ae ae a 


By Heav‘n, my Friends,, 1 dare : Teel furch. firong: 
Colleéted Manly Virtue, thas PH omc 
Peep, Qh, facred Sir; tura back’: if, Congued by 
Her Beauties, youthou'd love again, bina. : a 
Pelopidas muft bear the blame: ofall. ; pegs ee “ae ee if > 2. 
‘Therefore, my-Lord, 25.5.2: duoc: 7 Dik ade coe 
Mish, Away by Heav’n, Fibgo!:. nana ae See ee 
Pelop, Oh, ee Re ee 
But you muft certainly relapla : ior Agee: 
Therefore ourfearfu Servantingels and begs. oe <0, ee 
You-wou'dtum back -Adas, he's comfarond now os a 
| What a grofs fault his fooliet ay eel 7 


‘By tempting waswares your, an forth.” . | ei 


MI TH. AIR ATES, 


 Mith, Pilfee her ; yes, itis refolv’d; I'll fee her, Lee eee a 
With all that World of. Charms thou haft emirht - 
Therefore arife, and lead-the: way. a 
Pelop. Alas, es : 
My Lord, I fear you ; buticis your pleafire, 
And I'm your Slave. . ae ce it. 3s 
_Mith.. Reply not ; but obey. . a (eean ¥ Mith Pop. 
phar. Lfeel a pleafant expectanian beta - 
i His ftarts, his ftaps.: by azars, he loves‘her fill: 
.Joynthen the much prevailing circumftance,, ee 
«OF Time, and Place ; the ablenceof my Brother, ,. «| «,,° 
‘To make Guilt bold, the lonenefs of her Maiifion:.: .- ; pore : 
‘Both ftrong Incentivesto a violent Lovers: 32-6) ce ee 
 Andr. ‘Then Love has bleft you.on the otberhand, > 
~Since, by. our fubtil practices,-~we- brought .. | a a 
Monime to difgrace.; : ‘with whom yor ee git 
‘Divert, till we have agi aoe i Se ea, 
*I have the guard of her, «<7... . ely ee ee ee 
Phar. Tm glad thouhatt.. . ek e a et ty 
‘Then, to compleat the ryine oF Po ee en = 
‘Thear his Mother, fearfiil of tl? Event . - eS Cee ake oe 
OF this long War, and loving :histeasdiley-. 2h 
‘With Pompey. holds. privatedigt¢lligence; yi: a? 
And has, to Remesprv%n all: thote: Caftles up, «. ba Gas 
“Which fhe had charge of,.to: preferve her Son, ° . aoe 3 a 
Andr. This, when occafion. calls, Til aggravate, 
‘Toad 5 nah more. But lee, the —. age Sgn 


ad 


‘ ee ¢ 
cl a ee vd Cote VG ee 
ae uw oa Oe ek a 9 
Egter Peleg. eee so 7 ee 
ae yey a "NS 
Cae are | i; 


3 Pelop. He's gone ; jbetemid’d quite cat wk 7 
‘Fhe Extafie of Love : Tleft bio kiteebing Goda tad dis ubvetss 
-Clofe to her fide, winding about hisHeart 9 fio. : wees ey aot 
‘Such Nets of Beauty, as muft lnldifiingfaftss ve yewA oc 
‘Therefore, when he apprdachysuadot editifionts:: iy" fe Renn 
‘Showing his griefs, and feeking —— tos gnilts:. Geet ort nse a : 
‘Let-usincourage, tommusmalbpowats o2 iste hace | 
What e’re his’ ‘Violen Lowsthsos tin Jord nt robin pea GY 
4g 91 JYPMMIOO OWE tod LIMO? 2th tlucielors ate eae | 
Li20t 60.597) uae oa Tp erey Patt : 1 Oe 


i] 
wy s 
7: Tak 


a 
o 


‘th’ midft of. groans, and cryes, and gushing tears, 
IT wou'd have ravith’d her ; —your Royal Hand, — 


“Kigof PONTUS, 
gate Mithridates; | 


with. Torment of heart !“Oh, feeble Virtue! hence, 
I blow thee from the Palace, to the Cottage; 
To build in Hearts of Hinds,-blefs their rude hands 
VVith thy bean recompence of endlefs labour.: 
For me, fince I have burft th’ ungrateful Chaia 
That held me to thee like a fhackled Slave, 
I will enjoy what e’re the Gods have given, 


_ And farfeit on the Beauties of Semandra. 


Oh, my dear Son, my beft, my own Pharnacess 
By Heav'n, thou never did’ft oppofe my pleafure, — 
As-does Ziphares : but Pil caft him out, —~ 
That Bofom-Wolf, who laps my deareft blood, 


- And lodg thee there; thou wilt not rack methus. 


Phar, The Gods forbid, But why, Sir, will you-bear it? 
| Pelop. Icou'd not think you lov’d her at this rate ; 
Therefore I hope forgotten Virtue yielded 
To bolder pleafures, and you-quench’d your fires. 
Mith. Drawn by refifflel Love, I put one knee 
To Earth, and gently bowing down my head, 
Firft took at diftance the {weet-wafted breath ; 
Which blew my flames to fuch a raging heighth, 


- That ftreight I fell upon her Balmy Lips, 


And glew’d my own (o fiercely, chat fhe wak’d< 
And, ftarting up, {oon vanifh’d from my fight, 


_ Leaving me dumb, pale, languifhing, and dying, 


Rent with her Charms, diftratted withthe rage _ 


_ Of may defires, and torn with cruel Love. 


Pelop.. Why ftopt you there? I wou'd have follow'd hee 


Into her inmoftClofet ; pardon me, 


If I prove paffionate ta fee you thus: 
Better a million of fuch flight-foul’d things 
Were ravith'd, maflacred, than 4ithridates 
Suffer one moments care. . : 
Phar. {have no patience. Pe 
By. your great Glory, ’cwas-not Nobly done: 


So Lodked 


~ 


Lock’d in her. Amber-Hair, fhou’d then have forc’d her 5 


Who knows, but oppofiticn mounts the joy ?. 


Like that Athesian. Tyrant, who ne’re took 

His Barge for pleafure, but in higheft Storms ¢ 

Then wou’d he ftand like Neptwse on his Deck, | 
And laugh to fee the Dolphins back the billows. 

Andr, Say but the word, I'll fetch hex from the Altar 
To yourimbraces :: never-did I fee. 
So ftrange an alteration ;. your-fierce eye, 

Which, like the Sun at Noon, none cou’d behold’ 


- Buc.with a {natch of light, and then be dazded :. 


Now, like a cold and drouzy Winter-ftar; 


_Bearsa bleak-brightnefs. O decay of luttre!. 


| Mith, Lam not as Lwas.--Ha! whence this noife? [sbewt within, | 
| | gx. Pelop. aad Andra. 


phar, My Lord$this Paffion has unmean’d you quite sO 


Forgetful.o the glorious Fieldsyou wony 
You lofe your-dear-bought Honours ina day, | 


. And fell your Fame to.your ambitious Soa, 


The-Coward Glebrie, whom by flying Agents -. 

I hear; in divers Skirmifhes ke vanquilh’d, | 

Has fwell’d him fo, and blown himtothat-heighth;: 
He rides upon the fhoulders-of his Army: - ge 
They heave him,.as he~were a God, in Air, 


_ And dance before him, fhouting in their Songs,.. | 


_ You are their Satur#, but the Prince their Jove, 


All that their waning Faith cangiveAmbition;., sy. 


| And he too laughs, to hear the.thundring Fitles,.. 


Mith, Aad, tor a recompence, fhall I beftow - - 
Upen-this Traytor,all I love on Earth ? : | 
No, my Pharaaces, [have mark’d him dead, : | 
If that Sessndra’s lofs can bring his ruine: - 


Not but the thought I go with fhows me jult < 


To what the-thall appear : the Noble.wile : 


Kills-by her{eeming Infidelity.  . 

Monimatoo mutt perith.for difhonour 5 - 

But rather to make way for my.new Love;:. 

And fixthe giddy Peopleonmy.fide,. 

Againthefe fhouts?- 
Phar. I guels Zipheres comes... 


; ; 
=) , . 


[shotts-agaiv’, ei 


tot 
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_. Mith, Down, ftrugling Nature: Ss SS 
Die, die, thou Ravither of my:Repofe - } = 
Be ftrangled in me‘all remorfe, all thoughts. - : 
Of pity., yet-I willbe calmly cruel, - | 
- Nor hall he fiad the depthof my Revenge. ‘ 


Enter Andravar, 


Andr. Your Son has Conquer’d, mightielt of Kings 
But by a way fo infamoufly bafe, ) sa 

I fear my:doom will fcarce be-lefs than death — 

~ For the relation. | , 

Mith. Monftrous may itbe; a | 
For I fo hate him now, I with for Crimes — a 
Of deepeft grain, forcolour to his‘ Fate. | : 

Andr, His Royal Mother, the Falfe stratemice, 

To whom you gave in Cuftody Jzora, 

The ftrongett, richeft Fort of allthe E2f, 

E’re he with Glabrio joyn’d, to Rome did yield 

That wondrous mafs of treafure, with her Honour, 

.' with. Curft State of Monarchs! Let thejudging Word — . 
Now weigh our pleafures, with our mightier troubles; = - 

And find us happier than the reft of men! Seats 

. Falle Beauty, thou fhalt die, thou bane of greatnefs 

_ Or,if [cannot reach thy fickle being, a 

I'll punith thee by ruining Ziphares, | 7 : 

_  Andr. Thishavel learnt by frequent Meffengers, _ 

Who warrant with their lives, how by confent 
Glabriobut skirmifh’d with the Prince your Son, 

And was by Stratonice brib’d before. . — 

Mith. Plots, Treafons, horrid black Confpiracies’? 
Mother and Son, Oh Parricides ! combine s : a 2 
' Butif youfcapeme, may I fleepmy Reignout.. 


oe ‘Enter Pelopidas. 
What fays Pelopidas? What-of Ziphares? 


Bring ft thou more matter for my Curfes? Speake, — 
Pelop, He comes, my Lord, and with a Port fo: proud, 


Asif he had fubdu’d the. fpacious World, 
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And all synope’s Streets are fill'd. with fuch. 
‘ Aglut of People, you wou’d think fomeGod'  - 
Had conquer’d in their Caufe, and-they thus rank’d’ 
Thathe might make his encrance on their heads: _ 
While from the Scaffolds; Windows, tops of Houfes, 
Are caft fuch gaudy fhow’rs of Garlands down, 
That ev’n the Croud appear like Conquerors, — 
And the whole City feems like one vaft Meadow,. 
Set all with Flowers, as a clearHeav’n with Stars. 
 Mith, Ungrateful Slaves ! by A¢zars, when Lreturn'd, 
~ Wern with the hardfhip of aten-years War, 
My Army’s heavy-gaited, bruis’d and aii 
_ With cutting Roman lives 5 
They ne’re receiv’d me witha pomp like this: 
_ Pelop. Nay, as L heard, e’re he the Cityenter’d; _ 
‘Your Subjects lin’d the ways for many furlongs , Pe ae 
The very Trees.bore men: and,dsourGod, = 8 
When from the Portal-of- the Eaft he dawns, a 7 
Behilds a thoufand Birds upon the boughs, oS 
To welcom himrwith.all their warbling throats, 
And prune their feathers inhisGoldenBeamss- © 2 0.) 
So did your Subjects, intheir.gaudy’Rtrim, 9 63207, 
Upon the pendant branches, {peak his pie gl ee tees 
Mothers, who cover'd all the banks beneath, 2 8 
Did rob their crying Infants of. the breaft, 
Pointing Zéphares out tomake-em {mile;. 
And climbing Boys ftood.on their Father's froulders | 
Anfwering. their fhauting Sires with tonder. wes eee 7 i“ 
To make the Confort up of general'joy.) | ta Oe 
Mirth, What, will you bear-your part too ? ? Oh the Gods 1 . 
He is tranfported with the ample-Theam, - — 
And playsthe Orator |. Plagues rot t Tongue;' a ie 
And blaited be the Ewmgs thatbreath’d his weleom;. | 
Perifh the Bodies that went fortlrto meet him, 
A prey for Worms, to ftink in hollow ground, 
O, Viper! Villain |-not content to take 
My Love, but Life! wilt thou ee me toot eons 
Shall stithridates live to:be depos: Opay 
A Stale, the Image of what’ once het waSs =! 
The: =— Ghott. of his — Greatnels.s.. 


_ The'Title of Tetumpher, and Scarce think. 
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A thing for Slaves to be familiar with; - oe 
Fo gape, to nod, aad fleep in my corn’ d. face?” 


- | Awake, awake, thou fluggardMajefty, =. | _ ao 


Rouze theeto AQ; tho allthe Elements; . 

Tho Heav’it and_ Hell, Subjects and Sons confpire,, ' 

With Fate thy Empires fall ; oppofe their wil: or oe 

Dare to the laft; and be a Monarch ftill, oy DEX 
_ Pelop. What think younow? ef eed 
Phar, I think, for my Revenge; 

For any actthat witty horrour asks, 

Thou art an Inftrument fo black and fit, bp att, 

The Fsries joyn’d in Council cou’d-not match thee, - EME st By 

‘But fee, Ziphares comes: - with whataTrain ous 

Of Priefts ! ! nay, then the<God mult. be Adored, io ina Ge. Ss 


The Scene being drown, reprefents Ziphares’s Trinmph “i hick . 
. 8 @ Street fall of Pageants, cronaca with People, whip frog 
the windows fling down Garlands: others dance. before. hit, . 
whileshe Priefts-fi mE Ziphares. refting, viva rs a + io 
State. 


Ziph. Enough, fny Friends, miy Noble Cee, = = a 


Tam indebted to your Bounties evers: © says fs Bags 

— But let me now Conjure you, pe mole +s, ae re 
-Of your loud thanks, left we difturb the King: | a, 

We're near the Palace, and my boding heart =~ - “Se ache 

Says he interprets rudely this our Frumph 2.000; 2-35 id 
Which you, againft my will, baveforddupoa me 5: oe ce 
‘Therefore Ziphares begs you'to retire: 2 gee ty 
By the {mall Victories my Arms have gain heat ea ea as 
If you have any Love, a3 much you: fhows - 7p) de = neste any 
Let me intreat you all, bythat affection, ©. 2 50 Oy 

_ Ev’n now, upon this inftant, to disband... 3,0: ;1.0.. ce 


Al], Long live our King, and Noble Prince Zipharess. Bait 

| ‘([Exesnt Sevag 
Phar. Welcom, Ziphares, welcom to Synope 30g 

Still, when Fate calls thee forth, may’f{t thou return; | 

Thus fwell "d, thus-Lord Triumphant 0) bo thedeeset, — sewed may ee, 
ZA iph. Had I fubdu’d' ‘fhe World; THhouwd waned Ge 
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Rng F a 


‘Like cont you fhou’d have isin che Hidras : 
Andy, Heard youbut Sir, how, with hundred mouths; 
Te worthip'd, as you were, already Crowa’d ; ra 
: Long 'live-our King, the Noble Prigoe Ziphaves 2 ? 
Ziph,« What,.Villains ! Ha ! Gods, have I fleth and bege i it? a 
| Pharnaces, off ; by my juft wraththey die. [Exeuxt Pel. and Andr. | 
Phar, -The King! remember how this Rage willfound. —- 
Ziphe O the curft Traytors ! Brother, bewareof’em: 
: How e’re they crouch at prefentito your oc gaia fa, ee eee 
: For I perceive your favatir wartn'd'the Snakes _ 
- To ftir, they have no fenfe of gratitude: a 
“I found ’em bafe, and therefore did difcard’ ems; 
For which, the Slaves have (worn me moxtathate s 5 
| <But if Vive Wil cruh‘em. A . 
Phar, You'tto the King? . ao 
Beh OT will. Methinks oo meeting was caida 
My heart mifgives me more,'and higher beats = 
«With this lait heat, than allthe toil of War: — 
_ Perhaps, they. movethe King ; but fire not mauckz: ie 
- Orif they-do, tho our great Rathes frownsy 
One fmile, one tear of joy: from my: Spopandray. yo 
: Will wath the anger of the'Gods:iaway. «EEX 
- Phar. Go, and the welcomthat I with attend thee, 4 
- + Of all my Elder Brothees, herémains.. ee oe 
To crofs my hopésj:atad bar mefeomntbe Crown: Cr ee ca Se 
“Whom yet Idoubt not, by my:Baginshelp,- > 7 eee et 
‘To burft in funder, and then gil Brows ae ie _— 
‘Methinks I fhou’d become the Golden-Hoop: - 2 3 
~ ‘That circles in one quarter of. the Globe: 
'Thaveitjuft ; my Scepter waving: thns, Slope, 
| Thefaring Pings tuninctaerapwny, ea a 05s ee 


Enter Mithridaes, ey Pepi Ads Guarda 


‘But hold, my Pathe? comes; witlulad stonendra’ eee a fret 
“Weep on; while Pgo occ ge ag Boon 
: Wigh Monina, who muft ov -yiekdioe dig le a | 


\ ne . >) 


~ 


That you can mean the dreadful things you (veal - 
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| Mth, Has not the Traytor won.m ed wiiad: r eo: 
Has not his Mother bafely too, betray'd me? ee Ey 
Has henot dar’d to Triumph without leave p i ge oe hg 
Which, when my faithful’ worthi’ft Councellors- 
Rebuk ‘d him for, with mild and gentle .Language,. : 


_ He redned with proud anger; drew his Sword 5 . | 


Then, like a monftrous Parricide, cameon: ~.: 
Here, to my Palace, Heading the wild Croud, 


‘So through the Bodies of my Friends to pafs; 
Till with his barbarous hand he reach’d my Bofom, : 


Sem. "Tis falfe; ’tisallmolt-horrid Perjury; ttl. 
And the curs’d fpotted Souls of thefe vite Traysors. ou 4 


Shall burn-for this beneath: -I know they hate - - 


The Gallant Prince, and now confpwe againtt him, 7 


With words; made up with all theblafts of ‘Hell 


They ftrike your facred Ears, bewitch your Senfes, 


- And with thofe Spells that fouleft Treafon hatcht, 
- Stagger your Royal Reafon. QO yet hear me! > 


Mith, From what I have decreed,no Charm,no Pow’; :- 
No Eloquence ; not Mercy’s (elf, adormd : 
In all Semandra’s Beauties, in — 
Proftrate upon the Earth, and-hangt 


_ My knees, nay dying with ker grief, frail move me: - . 4 oh 


Sem. I now believe you are not to be mov’d s. 
Therefore with my-undaunted Ininocence,: 
I ftand to hear the Doom you have decreed. *. : 

Mith, W.when Ziphares; at your firft appearance} *, a ee 
Runs to your Arms,-fir'd with expected j JOVSs2 te ea 
You thruft him not away, and flight him rangely; eae. 
With allthe marks of the moft proud difdaing:. 


‘That a moft faithlefs.and ambitious Woman - 


Cou'd thew to gain mens hg a ee 
He fhall be ftab’d, ne eee a 


_ ‘Before your eyes. a a 


Sem, O,;’tis not poffible, © 


You {peak it bueto try the poor Semandra. . 

Mith,. Mark me moft heedfully, for:’tis moft | true; - 
And fooner fhalla dooming God recal | 
His i Siggan Oath, than I renounce. my bald ‘j- 


40  MITHRIDA TE ES, 
He dies, I fay, if ydu receive him not - ~ tose 
With all the coldntefs of a fair Apoftate, | : 
Whofe Chaftity the poyfon of {weet Power * - 
‘Had brought to ruine, whof€ protefted Faith = 
The Charms of Empire had quite turn’d to Air, 
Sem. Gods , do you hear the Tyrant? - 
— Mith. Doyouhearme? - 
If to your words, which muft make plain your falthood,. 
‘Your looks fhou’d give the.Lye, by.amorots maid 
And languifhings, for Lovers eyes will talk , 
Or, as you fpeak your hat¢,-mixe fighs arife, Da 
Or faultring {peech, or any other mark, 
~ To fhow that you are fore’d'to:what you fay s Pe 
Then, from the place where I shall ftand conceal’d, - 
_. Til give the Signal to my waiting Guards, - 
Who ina moment ‘thall deftroy your Lover, 
- ‘When all your tears and fighs hall not recalhim. . 9°: | 
' Sem, Vil die, Pil die, ten thonfands deaths J I dic, » vee 
Rather than nteet him thus: what, after alt. | 
The dreadful Imprecations that I made him, 
And {wore upon my Fathers Sword, a. Faith, 
A tpotlefs Love, for ever to endure 
_ Shall IL abjure my Oaths; aad to.bis face’ » 
Proteft a falfhood, and belye my heart ? - 
| Mish, Takeyour owncourle ; Ihave fworn. | 
— Sém. O Tyranny! | 
‘What; (hall I meet him after all his hardthips, - 
After the heats and colds, and yi wounds, 
‘VVhich for myVake he patiently endur'd 
. Still chearing up himfelf; that afterall . 
_ Theblood he loft, he. fhou’d enjoy Semandra, | 
His gentle Miftrels one. day Shou’d reward him, - 
Forthe long mifchiefsof acruel VVar? © 5 o> 

Mith, Thave not leifure now to hear complaints :. 
Either refolve t’ obey, and {peedily, : 

Or you and I muft never feehim more, 

Sem. Stay, Royal Sir, come back: ne’re fee him o more $ 
And if I die, rather than {ee him thus, : ae 
¥ Vill you not fave his life ? - ; ae - 

. “ith, Your death, Semandra ! fe a 


: oo Orders therefore you-arenot me fault : $s ot 


. King of PO NT us. 
The very mention haftens on his fate. . 
sem. Alas, alas! I fear, if ¥ but look 


~ As if I knew him not, or-‘had forgot him, - 


So nice and tender is his love, a 2 


So foft his difpofition, ‘twill be fatal, 


Mith, Then, yourefolve his death? | #% a 


sem, It cannot be, 
No, I will fee him, tho muft be creel 5 


But batea little of your Impofition: - Beene 


An unkind word will kill the poor Ziphares, © 
As fure as all the hate which you injoyn me. - 


Ester Ifmenes. 
‘Fidel, The Prince Ziphares begs admittance of 


~ Your-Majetty. 


Mith. You mult retire, Semandra, | 
Sem. O Torment ! O the Racks of Love diftrett 
Like mine ! of Paffion at alofs like mine:! 


_ Help me, you Gods, or I hall faint with bearing, 


AMsth, Call in the Prince. What,Nature yet again ? 


I charge thee trouble my repofe ao more. 


Emter Ziphares. 


——- Ziph, *Tis well, ‘you Powers that pry in¢o‘our hearts, | 
well have I loft my deareft blood in battel, | 
Since once again I fee my Royal Father. | 


Mith, Ziphares, rife; I hear you have fought well, , 


- Too well perh - for Mithridates peace: 


You Triumph’d too, 1 hear. 
Ziph, Alas, my Lord, 
I fear Pelopidas and Andravar 


Have been too bufie with your Ear. 


By my beft hopes, by your moft Sacred Life; 


I wou'd not Triumph till your Orders came; 
- At leaft, they told me, that they came from yous 2 
_ If chey were falfe, 


Mith. They were your Friends who brought. o 


a) 


‘Text 


Nor. 


a.  .§ MITHRIDATES, — 
Nor ought you fhare the Crimesof Strateniee. = 
 Ziph. OF Stratonice ! Ah, what has the done ?- s 
Ah, Sir, what Villain hastraduc’d my Mother? 
Give me to know—— ee 
Mith, Perhaps you‘reignorant: | 
Wou'd Ihad been fotoo; but tothe purpofe. 
I promis’d, when the Coz/{a/ was o’recome, — 
To give Semandra to you: —— Seenpnot fad, 
- ¥ou love your Father well ,: but, Prince, Lkaow _ 
Your Paffion for Sersandxaisthehigheft: 


Fill fend her to you, if you pleafe retain her, — - LExit. _ 


Ziph. 1s this then thy seward, unneceflary Virtue 2 
Why do we wear thee thus, toour undoing? . - 


, 4, inaufpicious Stars / thy Father hatesthee,’ -— 


‘ Becaufe-chou art too good! wentitnot. fo? 
¥fought too well+ His eye difdain’d me too, 

And held my High Defert at hatefial diftance : 
But, let it be, there's farisfa@tion ilk == = 
In Innocence : and contcious sg ea aa 
_ My Gri¢fs shall fly, lite Clouds, before Semandra, 


Enter Sermandeas . | 


But fee, the Sum that drives °em1 O my Star! _- 
Thou Day, that gild’ft my little World of comfort, 
_ Give me thy warmth » let me, upoa thy Bofom, 
Breath all my Victories. Alds,theKing, —. De? es 
. My cruel Father——_Ha ! what now, Semandra? 

Not fly into my anms!.Qrall you Powys. | 
That Nurs’d our tender Loves, fhe turns away ! 
~ Haft thoutoo caughe the coldnefs of my Father? 

, Clear me, you-Gods, and fix my Underftanding, 

Fo this one view, left imiftake-all meafuse, = 

_ And run-to madnefs. What, net look upea ne? 
‘By Heav’n, if thus, if thus Efhou’débehald thee, . 
Tho in a Dream, *twou'd make me withto fleep forevem. _ 
‘O.my dear Life! thowfaalt act hidethy kamduels, - 

But to diffemble thus amomenslonger, ss s—iw 
‘Wou'd quite deftvoy slee Pafhonase:Zighenen 
Fil force thy hand, thus,so my og dps. oe 
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King of PONTUS, 
Sem, The kifs you ravith, Prince, is dangerops 5 a 
And let menow: taketh you, by your Love, 
If you can love after what Linjdyn you, 
Upor your life, offer the like no more, 


‘OMan me, Reafon, with thy utmoft force; _ 


Or Paffion, with the dreadful ftarts it makes, 7 
Will foon Divorce my Soul from this weak Body. 


| What haft thou faid? and, Ahi what ‘have I heard? 
_ Fair cruel faithlefs, for the blood Tloft, oe 


Doft thou thus meet me? Raife t thy eye eyes from Earth, — 
And tell me, Have I, Ah, have Ide ae 
This ufage from my dear ador'd poe ? 

Sem, Youdelerve all things; but it mult not a 
My Love, unlefs you with me moft unhappy. 


-. Ziph. O, you good Gods! is it then come to this? . 


‘Shall I, thall 1——-but {peak it once again, - - 
Unhappy ! did’ft theu, cou’dft thou fay unheppy ? ? 
Sem.. I'de have you ftrive, my Lord, tolove me lefs, 

__ Ziph. If you wou'd have it be witnels, Heav’ Dy 

If for your quiet you injoyn me this, 

I'll ftrive , but (oh ! ) tis moft impofible: 7 

Ah, may I not prefumeto ask, if this - -, & 
The reafon be why Ifhou’dloveyoulefs, J 
‘That the too happy King may love you more ?—— 
~—Your filence does confirm Zipha es loft : 


_ And all that I cou’d fear is cothe upon me. 


Ah, Barbarous King ! &’lPbear thy Bonds ne loagic $ ; 
But ‘ caft off Duty, asthou haftall Love, — 
ye bloody Author of this wretched Being. | 
rant ———~ 
“Sem. Take heed, Ziphares: 2 showiyon wrong y your Father: 


I've heard you vive another € 


So diffrent from this’ laft, of Mithridates, . 
_ Methinks you [carce appear the fame ee 


Whom once I knew. 
Ziph. Ic is moft fare donot 5 
But, toconvince me tipre, quite to rcoinpleat 


_ Thecruel fum of ail thy defp’rate woes, ——- 
And fink me ever ; what, Madam, on 


— or, rather, Wwhatist yoawou'd iy 


MITHRIDATES, 


In ill-time prais’d, of this inhumaneFather? - Ot eae 
Sem. Have I not heard you {peak the tender’ft things” : 
_ Bow, but for fome few faults, fo {mall, that fcarce 
The Eye of Envy or of Hate cou’d find’ em, 
_ He wou’d be perfect as the Gods themfelves , 
A King fo awful, that the Romevs fear'd him,. 
A King fo merciful Barbarians lov’d him?. 
A Kin 
Ziph, No more ; Iam confirm’d: the’s loft :. 
TheKing ! he’s gone. the Beauty of: the Earth,. 
All that in Woman cou’d be Virtue call’d. 
1s loft. 
Corrupted age her. Noble Faculties,. — 
The temper of her Soul is quite infected :- : c 
Inconftancy, she Plague that firft or laft 2 Y.. 
Taints the whole Sex, the catching Courtlifeate, ae 
Has {potted all her white, her Virgin Beauties. °° 2) > 
Sem. You think me falfe-- Ah,’tis but juft oat Ri 
But, Prince; Lfwear, Lam not. what you think; Mes; 2 
Yet never can be yours. a a re ee 
Ziph, O-confufion!:. °° ts et oe Z a: 
Never ! Ochorror? never can‘be yours !. ar oe cof iz ve 
Lp = rft my heart! -s back thole dreadful words 5. oe 
Tho thou art yyet. ou art’no co. . ae Y | 
Ah, e’te it be Ee behold.me a Se oe yea - — 
~ €ome to my Armss*Oh, leave me,not foreyerz, ©. 3,5) 
Fall on my Bofam,, T'll forget thy. weaknels on ae ° ‘ 
_ Try to deceive my felf with {pactous Rea Ons cael ae a cases 


Never upbraid thee that thou once.wert falle,. ¢ | 

But with my tears wath all thy ftains away. 7 * (Count, 
Sem, Since tears {QO help me Heav’n ! ).are vain; sake take: my 

-€hearyour fad heart, and grieve, Oh: grievena more! 4 


Ziph, Thenthou att loft? refolv’d upon my: ruine ?. 

Sem. Your life’s too precious : I refalve ean itd. 
Mot for ten thoufand Worlds--What was Ifaying.?: tafe 
Whar fhall I fay ? Live, live, thouloft Ziphares. 

- Ziph, No, thou.perfidious Maid, thouswsetched beat, 
_ Ziphares loves thee ftill; fo well. he loves thes, ee at 
That he will die,.to rid thee of atorment.. , oe 
Where are thy Vows? “ Shiai upon thy Fathers, 7 va : 

opBew 


How this wall canta; ade éiuel 1 Omang, 786 1g es ot 
Ani. beak his aged heart: -or;.erohé dies. ed Pais Sa anc? 
Think, if his kindled rage fhou’d execute | 
What he has {worn, to hack thy beautequa Limbs, - 
Tear thy falfe fleth into a thoufand piecesy. 
Sem, If that wereallimy fear! +300 et wes! mT oe 3 
Liph. What, hardned ! Oh my Stars ! naneult ee 
So quickly perfe@ in the curfed: Trade? eee ae ee 
I fhall go mad with the Imagination: — - ay wang Os 
# heart !. tho Heav’n had_op’d the pregnant elas: Mega 
- And teem’d, with all the never-erring Gods, 102550007 
Fo fwear on Earth Semazdra had been falfe,.. at lee 
Semandra had been falfe to her dled ee ~ nes 
E wou’d not have believ’d; ie ef 
Sew, | catmot- hear thts if, nor: mult lou cure it. z. i: 
Farewel—O*Piince-— In rua me, Heav’a 20 fave him, Af 
Ziph. Sta ay thee , there’s fomething; vale, FOREN , 
That I wou’ ean and pel them outa ae z 
Sem. Speak t an the mouks ihe wean; 
| To break both hearts, e ngs yo _ 
Ziph. Thou hatft undone me ; likes Silver-Eraft, en 
Thou com’ftuponthe: Flower of all: my: a ae ees 
Tonip the tender Bud, and nt daa hg . cf Se etn 
Yet I will hve, Semandva, Tewilltive; : ole ane 
To fave thee from thy Father's cruel rape + : me a 


= For, wicked as thou art, with grief, Ifeel 


My Soul looks after thee; and feeks thy fafety..- ae tas 
Sem. Tfhall not hold > 1 feel the climbing. gh: on Ya am 

My eyes grow full » andI fhallgive him Death. - °° & ffi Op 
Z1ph, Farewel: Thus, kneching at eby feet, If: ° 

aa € partingytears. and fure, the. happy Kang + 


ity will allow: this dyingKifs,, - $s ae 
ich my cold lips print on chy faithlefe hand, | ee 
| Ob, all my Vows, for ever here I leave yous: 7 besa ete 


And, fince we never, aever muft behold 

* Bach other more, I'll breath ’em once. agains : 

. Farewel, Semandra, ‘G,thou'lt neversind, : Bete & a 
In all thy fearch of ‘Love, a fieart like mine, a appy hoe ot 

— @nce. mors Farcwel for ever, fil Semandrs oes, 


eo ee 


4s MITHRIDATES, 


What? ‘yet again thy name? wild my: moors ras gr eae 


a thing but Soames? 2. Ob, Smaps 4° Eade: , z. 


Eater Michie, swish Prielis, 
gem, The cruel Task is domes red Teanthold 


- indore ow. 


Come back Semandra, Emapite, Hinpire sacar os ay : ee 
ap emcee. mr. eee. sa’ 4 


. © barb’rous Prince, may I: antec in hana 


Mith, Talk not of dymg, — ee ee ee 


See this Holy Man——2 ee 


Sem. Holy, Profane, .... . ee ed on oe 


_All things are now alike tomy diftesdtion, = 


Mith, He inftantly fhall j ee hand with mine, . 
‘Sem, What means she Tyraan3: : a ae 

— AMG TOR re pow oie Qoetns:: rg a . 
Sem. Firft let me feeka Dragon ithisDeas te ey oe 

Imbrace an Aypic, curlwith Buphsks, 1° Be. ae 

#’re I give up this Body, this poor Beauty 3: 3... 

Yo any but my ‘Lord, the wrong’d Zipheres. 
Mith, Tguels you wowdnot, yor fe ctnknts a 

Ps rey OFCe, if you vefule toy Bt | “7 oes are aa Cts a 

This moment I will take you in my Chariot, rn 

Streight to the Temple, and in publick Wed yous a 

Tho you refufe to joyn in Ceremony, a 


Inftead of facred words venting loud Curfes;: ree na le aie 
"Twill né& avail:, toe when the Mipftery's dotte, - oe 
Pll bear fou back, badbas my Queen enjdy you. |" « pee aie 


Sem. I will be drags 4 dae ftifled, with eg prité ne, 

— Mith. You have the Will, but not the: Power to. dics a ; E 

Sem. None! is there none? no pityiag God awa ace F | 
And are your Pricfts Qonfedewase in mny. rune? oe 


‘They fure vill tell you.of your Tyranny,;- |, Sigs - a a 


And fear too much the anget of the Heav'ns, - 
To force a helplefs Virgin: :they-will {peak - 


Your Crimes abroad , will you not, Mon? ee ae 
Mieh. Let-me but hear dhe Holist of enero ty a 
By Heav’n, he thall go Sacrifice beneath; : a2 . 


| Therefore away, Prieft, forward to the Temple. 


-) SCM. 


4 


Wis: Pelapidas: ’ why, dander 


Who thsk the deep Foundations of be Tee, 


King of BO NTU og 


"gem, Hel phelp, youGods. Po bere atyitige |. 


_ Mth A ‘thought of help ia. vain. ©.‘ Fees cae, 7 

Give me your beauteaus hand, en yomoe hate at 

@r here are arms to bear you. . Se oe 
Sem. Let em be 5 | “2 ae _ 

Call all your Armies hicherto your aid, i Canade ike here 

I will not ftir, nor give this trembling hand: — Sion an a? 


Fo gain an Erhpise :: thius; to th’ Easel il Brow. é obi: me 

@ne piece. O, root: me heie, fome pitying God: - 

And let me lofe my being, to efcape him. ee : 
Mith, Andrevar, rate her gently from. the eround:. tr bey puke 

Fake _ , and bring her foftlytamy Chariot, ,. nis iwohee HR | 
Sem, Stay, Mithritlates ; heat me but ase. w wea 


One moments ftay : ev'n Malefa@orsare Ct ac: au 
Allow’d to fpealvbefose ther Execuuon; §- =: a 
7 ‘And fhall nck ¥? I,whoamInnogaent? - ...-. -.. 
*Tis not to thee, but to the Gods, ] bow si. Ries Gee eee ae a eee 
Behold ; _ but fe, ftom you, eam you they: tamu: See ee 
© fave me thus by oruel men fe hae 3 
——— your aa and — a. Ravid Maid, 


act Im “SCENE i.” neaeee 


Mithridates incompefi'd with she aba of bis: SoM. why fe 
Daggers fei Bepaft 9.41 antioandis: eh ae Oo 
ae wt ; re 


Hafte to my belpy | 
| sur Beloit, Andra 
Pelop.. What wou'd your Majefty 2: 
ais rou wt ol cape ca Bah | 


‘Fhe Peace [had. Comencarer. Oh, my Frisods a 
Hf Fate did e’re forefhow a Deomsin fleep, , 


7 Mines at hand. Left night, you-well remeniber, 7 oe 


Tbore Semsadra from the Thnad'ring Gods, 


x3 MITHRID ATES, 


With the reports of Wrath Divine ; -yee I, ees 
This defperate wretch, throu trees of aesdid beat hin poe 
Back, in a Swoon, to my molt inwasd Clofet:: Senos ae 
But there you left me ; left me to the rage - Lets a 3 


-Of monftrous Love, which, i in the midft of rigs 
‘With Tran(ports yet unheard-of, forc’daJoy —— Pee SS 
“Whofe momentary plealitres will heaponme. 41: ~: i hued 
‘Whole Worlds of: Furies, Hells of :endlefs: ‘Horrowr,:°. 1° ni ie 

Pelop. But,Sir, the Dream; that may: divert. your cates. ae 
_, Ath, Divert em! rather let me gather all a aa cl 
BoBukwatk ii in-my Soul, ‘O plant meround * oo aes 
With your hind Bodies; blunt; if. poffible, 2 Sede oe 
‘Heav’ns whetted. vengeanne, while! tell the’ Vition; - oe : 
After the dreadful Extafie wasover, 9°. -) <s egies, 25 

The Ravith'd Maid, half-dead with thrieking pray’ s af ee 
‘Burft, at the laft, from my relenting-Arms, . . as ie a 
‘Ran to my Sword, of which whew I difarm’d. her, ii aes 

‘She fled the Regia! With.cries like a aoe Toe 
Preft with Remorfe, I refted-én my Couch, . a ere 
And flept ; but ob a Dredm fo filll of terrour, 2. ee, 
The pale, the trembling midnight Ravither 7 _ 
Ne’re faw, Whiett-cold Larretiz’s banyan ee cee 

_ ‘His Curtains drew. m in mt 
— With her bright i eben in herb blood. Je 

 Pelep. [have heard of Dreams that have prov'd Ominous s ; 
But Ecou'd hever fix niy Faith om Fancies.. . - 
Mith. Methought, by Heav’nly Order I wat. doom'd 

‘To feek my Fate alivean th’ other World: | 

Streight ,like a Feather;Twas borne by oe ar sae 
To a fteep Promontory’s top , from whened ©) 03. es ee 

- ‘I faw the very Mouth of Qp*ning Hell, : 
Shooting fo faft through ths. s% Caves of fight; 

I had not time.to ponder of my paflag ge. 
I fhot the Lake of Oaths, whére Fleeting Ghofts;-; : eae 

*Whofe Bodies weré onbury2d,-beg'd for waftage 2-570 as ne 
“Then was I throivn down: —— —— es eat ea eG 
Infinite fathom, till I foard.again i ee ee ce 
Tothe bright Heav-chydtair “thelap oy Fiekds.i tae 
_ Andr, T wonder, that: ible aed of fog acd? 
Shou’d hold in _— mage bec fe pad oe oa 

pet 4 Mth, 


_ Black Legions, are my thoughts ; not Pompeys but 


King of PONTUS. 


 BMGth, Oh,nowiteomes. 


After that Heav’nly Sounds had Charm’d my Ears, 
Methought I {aw the Spirits of my Sons, 

meer be jealoufie of their Ambition, : 
Who ‘eed, He’s come! our cruel Father’s come ! © 
Arm, arm, they cry’d, through all th’ enamell’d Grove: 
Streight had their cries alarm’d the wounded Hott 

‘Of ail thofe Romans, maflacred in Afia : 

I heard the empty clank of their thin Arms, 

And tender voices cry’d, Lead, Pompey, lead. 

Streight they came on, with Chariots, Horfe and Foot, 
When T had leifure to difcern their Chief, _ | 
Methought that Pompey wasmy Son Ziphares 

Who caft his dreadful Pile, and pierc’d my heart : 


Then fucha din of Death, Swords, Spears and Javelins; 


‘Clatter’d about.me, that I wak’d with terrour,. 
And found my felf extended on the Floor. . 


Enter Pharnaces. 


phar. Arm, atm, Great. aéthridates, the big Wat 


Comes with vaft leaps, bounding o’re all the E4/t, 
Which crouches to the Torrent: Pompey comes ; 
Pompey the Great, faluted Emperour, _ 

And, for fome years, deftin’d to govern all — 


Th’ taliax Armies, with fuch full Commiffion, _ 
_ As yet was never granted to a Roman. : 


Pompey, {o young, fo foft, in fhining Courts, - 


That all the Roman Ladies languifhfor him: | 


Pompey, {o fierce in Camps, fo bravein Fields, 
The very Boys, like Capsds, dreft in Arms, 


- ‘Clap their young harnefs’d thighs, and ftrut to Battel : 


Pompey, Rome’s Darling, and Fame’s Eldeft Son, 
Proclaims with 44¢hridates mortal War. - 


| Mith, Were all well here, what force, what Roman Arms, 
What General, marching at the Head of Millions, 


Cou’d daunt the bold, the forward AGrhridates? 
But here, Pharzaces, in my guilty Bolom, 
The fatal Foe dées undermine my quiets - 


rte 


> Biphares 


eo ‘MITHRIDATES, 

Zipharescomes, with all his wrongs, for Arms, °°: 

Like the Lieutenant of the Gods, againft me: 

Semandra too, like bleeding Victory, —- - 

Stands on his fide, and cries out, Kill, kall, kill. 

That curfed Parricide, that-Ravither. | 

Oh Heav’n, fuftain me, or-I fhall go mad. 

My ugly guilt liesin my confcious face; « 

And{am | vanquifh d, flain with Bofom-war.: = 

phar. *Tis much beneath your Majefty, to alarm. ; 

Your -felf with fears. 7 
Mith, Pharnaces, thou'rt ignorant !. 

[tell thee, Boy, remorfe and upftart fear 

Oppreffes me, in f{pight of all my knowledge :.. 

Tho none.of thofe that boaft Philofophy 

Has made.a deeper fearchin Nature’sWomb- 

Than ; (the mid-night Moon-has feen my watchings)s- 

 Trell. thee, none canname-fer infinite feeds - 

Like me ; norbetter knows her {parks of light, 

Thofe Gems that fhine in the blew-Ring of Heav'n 5. 

None knows more Reafons for, or againft yon’ firft . 

Bright Caufe, can talk of accidents 

Above me : yet I tell thee; once again, . 

There is a Thorn, call’d Pi ai makes its way Ue wees 

Through ail the. Fence of Pleafure,fortiff'd = = = sf te 


_ _ With reafons, that this ill feem’d good to me, 


_ And {tings thy guilty Father to the Soul. a 
Pelop. After the fiercenefs of uncommon perks hr a 
A fudden heavinefs is natural. ca : 
Andr,. Not but the fading Spirits willrevive: 9:9 0 1138.17 
Mith, Never; ohnever: nordidIenjoy ors 
Expected pleafure, tho thefe hands did hold, .. ce 
All night; her panting Beauties to my brea; eo 
But; oh ! what joy, what pleafure, what snnrenes ae oe 
Cou’d my griev’d-heart receive in ravith’d Kindnefs { : 
_ Her lips, which if Zipbares had been there, 7 
Wou’d fure have fhot their gleamy warmth at: diftance, - 
Were coldto me, as Odours arein Froft:: ae 
Her face, like weeping ‘Marble, damp’d my, flames 5 5 ante 
And, as I drew hertrembling tomy Arms, an, 
She. fainted ftill; and woo'd se-with fuch ee 
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‘Kiggof PONTUS. > 
Such languifhings, and broken fighs, to leave her , — | 
That, had not more than monftrous appetite =, 
‘Tranfported me, the Rofe had been unblafted, 

Phar. You think of her too much: the Sex of Women, 
‘The ravith’d Beauties of the Earth together, 


. Deferve not half-the grief -ehat clouds your Brow. 


 Pelop. Your Subjects want you, to defend their lives.; 


’ Each Citizen,in Armour clad, defends. 


His Houthold-Gods, ftanding to guard his door, 
_ And cries, a Leader, let us.to.the Wars. a 
-Mith, The Thunderbolt of AGrhridates battel, 

“That tore the Roysevx Banners, now.is loft: ... 

My arm, my arm, ev’n my right armisloft, .. = |. 
Nor will my Trumpets found, without Ziphares:. 2. 
‘His Breath was as the Air, toall the Army ; : | 
His Face was asthe Sun, in depth of Winter; 


~~ And made cold Cowardabluth away their fears, | 


But he is fet, for ever fet in forrow. —_— 
Andry, Your Majefty is, of your felf, fufficient . 
‘To Head your eager Troops ; or brave Pharnaces — 


_ Stands forth, to.fill Ziphares-empty place. 


— Pelop. Ziphares till your Royal Favour had, — 
To improve himfelf-in Arms, againft the Romans.5 
‘While, in inglorious Fields, Pherzaces {trove 


_ Amonpft Barbarians, to get a Name.: 


And tho, perhaps, he greater painsimploy’d, 


‘In rooting up fuch Rubbuh of the Earth,. a . 7, 


-Than th’ other did:in felling the tall Trees:; . 
Yet this was pay’d with Labour, that with Praife. : 
Mith, Peace, Villains., peace, con{piring Sycophants: _ 
‘Now, by the Gods, my eyes are half unfeal’d , 3 
But, if the thought that kindles in my breaft . 


Finds proper fuel toincreale my fire, 


Tt thall confume you;“Fraytors, if I find 
(Which I begin to do) we play'd 

The Villain, dedravar, or thou Pelepidas, | 
And laid Semandra’s Beautyasafnare = 
‘To.catch Ziphares life, (Oh, all'the Gods!) 
And ruine me, by placing of the Bait: . 
Mark me, if ought.of this, if any fhaddW oe 
ek | H2 Appear, 


_ . pos 


52 | MITHRIDATES, 
Appear, that you confpir’d to betray me; | aa 
Y’ll heap fuch horrours on your frightedSouls,  ° | 
Fhat you fhall call your Brother-Devils. up, 
To {natch you hence, rather than ftand my fury, | 
Pelop. Why fhou’d your Majetty {ufpe& your Servants? 
Mith, Becaufe thou did’ft foment my fatal paffi mag + 
And, when E view thee well, my Genius bids ar 
Beware of thee: tho thy moft fi ubtil Devil 
Has wrought mettill to liften to thy lies. 
’ Fhouart, methinks, malicioufly contriv’d, 
And haft, if ever.yet a Villain had, 
The Face of a mot fubtil working Slave; . 
Andr, We have done nought, but what your Royal word 
Did Warrant: if you lov’d, thou’d we rebuke it 2 
Or durft we think to quench a fire, which al 


. ~ Refolv’d fhou’d burn? 


_ Mith, Yes, Traytors, yes; you oughs,. 
. When you had feen me going, to hove, ‘ftopt me > 
My ftrugling Virtuemght, with fome affiftance, 
Have caft the Venom of my Paffion up s . | 
But, with your poylonous breath, you made it rage 
| all Iwas fit to.ruine 20 Semandra,. 


Enter Siuuivite 


But, oi! behold the Innocence. I wrong’d ! ! 
Sem. What, doft thou ftart?. Oh Heav’as! Semndre Sighs himt 
Why, what a Monfter then multi appear,. . 
‘Whole Form canthake the bloody Adithridates > a 
"Tis fure, chow haft undone this helplefs Creature, _ Loeepings 
_ And turn’d to mortal palenefs all her Beauties, | 
Thou haft made-her hate the Day which once adorn’d®: ° 
Her op ning Sweets : how wretched haft thou made met: : 
Yet, Oh my Soul, thou inward. knowledge, peak 
_ Hew much I hate this violated Shrine, 
 Mith, Wretched Semandra! 
Sem, Doftthoupityme? = 8 
Is thelong Line of my Eternal: grief. eee et, eee 
of fuch a Charming forge, thatit-can fetch » #8 
Fears oe Rock? 2%, moft unheard:of forrow f 
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- 
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| Extravagantly fhou’d confent to takeme,-  -- - 


. Thus wrong’d, and thus defil'd, thus nothing lefty: - 


— Unlefs this World be but as fire, to purge 


King: of P ONT US: $3 
Dolt thou repent ? or are they bur feign’d tears 2020 bo. 

What-e’re they are, thou fhould’ft have thought before, : 
The cruel confequence of thisdarkdeeds ===. 

VVhen I was heav’d in Air, and with my cries ~ - 


- Pierc’d the deaf Heav’ns, and call’d-to thee for thercy, .2 . oy ‘ 


Then had’ft thou thus diffolv’d, I frou'd have bleft chees: 2 


But now, thy black Repentance comestoo late; © 0 8 0.15: 
What, Ah! what fatisfaction canft thou make ? te Se a 
Mirth, Inftruct me. - ar es a age 
Sem, No: there isin Naturenome; 9 <8 te 
Since I can never be Zéphares Bride, iE Pint 
For if thou fhou’dft confent tomake us one, - 61220 2ui aed 


And Heav’n fhou’d Warrant it 3 nay, tho Ziphares’) 22 ve 
Ah, cou dImeet thofedear, thofe faithfularms, - — - we a 
Which yet, in fleep; ne’re touch’d a breaft but ming,.-. 


Of his Semandra, but her {potlefs mind! =< ''- 
This is too much to think. Ah, cruel King! 
Now [cou’d curfe, now I cou’d tear my felf,, 


‘Now I cou’d weep, as if *twere poffible  - 9-0 eh ad, 
To wath my ftains out. Tellme, O-you Pow’rs,* © é ‘--. { 
‘ ‘Sy / og ’ 


For I'll be calm, was Tnot worth yourcare?’) © <1. 07) eh 
And why, you Gods, was Virtuemade tofuffer?’ © ts 


Her drofs,.that fhe may mount, andbeaStar. «9 < -° 7 ' 
Were this but certain ; Ah, there’s nothing fire; 
But my irrevocable Fate: ‘undone Semandrat——  -. Li. Ok 
This, this is certain, Death with lofs of Honour. ' = exit: 
Mith, Barewel, Semandra, thou meft wrong"d-of Women... . _ 
But I'll this inftant go to Monima, | See 2 ee 
And if J find what Ilufpe@ ,' Pharnacesy§ (a is 
Pil cut thee off, asan infectiouslimb: 2. 0 titel 
And, for thofe Villains, ¥ fhall quickly kriow ! 2°. 604 bre, 
The wrong fhe has had’; whole accus’d Innocence» aoe 
If your foul words have fully'’d with black flander, 
Think not co feape, for fhou’d you tideon Charms; 0) |. 
‘Take Winds to bear you, or thé Lightning’s fpeed;" 2. 0. ov 


With panting horrour to.the brink of Hell; 2° ei 0 SA 
Ide fweep-you from the Verge toflames beneath. - aye) eat 


~ 


MITHRIDATES, 


And fink your. Villapies with weighty death. - 


6 axis: 4 


Phar, Firf, fink-your felf, your Crown and Love soporte. 


Pelopidas, this comes of your cool counfel : 

_. Had I been heard, Afxima had beengone 
By this 5. enjoy'd, ‘and Crown’d my.Royal Bride; 
_And we receiv'd; as Conquerors, by rhe Romans, 


. Haft thou not heard how when ee came, |... 


“And caft his Diadem at Pompey's fe 


He call’d him King, and rais’d him by that: Name » 


To fit as Equal to the Roman Conful? . - 
By all the Gods, I will not ftay a ‘moment, 
i take immediately myflight except. 
ou {wear to fide with Rome, call Porspey hither; : 
‘And hafte with all the Forces we can make, 
:To joyn his Army, and betray-my Eather. 


-Pelop. A fudden thought of. acy abit comes 5 


_ Old Archelaus is,arriv'd; but.lef  « : 
The labour’d Army fome few furlongs Kenia: 
“You know the violent love the Souldiers bear. 


ees le fais eras iG 
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: ‘The Prince _ Brother ; And we know too well, 


+S ena’? 


(ah 


‘ ~ , 2 ¢ ry 
me ; 
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be o Oe 
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Gin raife to fire’em , hoy the. the King as doom’d 
The Prince to death; giving, as doors 
The Fair Semandra, for whole fake he de | 
Phar, While I immediately to pemrer fend, 
Who comes, I hear, on hafty march, to fighe a ' 
Our Army, and befiege us in our Walls, _ 
Pelop. Thus thall the Prince and brale slbaphisin peat oat 
And you, with the High-Prieft my Brother, play WAG, 
Your Parts without. — | 
"phar. Tong to be in aétion: : Mae ig 
And {ure Rome muft, for the great ‘pelican i 
Give me my Father’s Crowns ; which praivade = 4 
Shall diftribute to both your utmoft withes; a 
Pelop, We muft not doubt your bounty.-- ~ Bat, away: 3: 


Enter , Ziphares 5 with Ifmenes,- at ‘aiftance. - 


Your melancholy Brother may o’re-hear us,? “Ex, Phar Pelop Aids, ‘ 
_Ziph, Oh, my hard Fate! why did I truft her ever? * 
What Story is not full of Womans falfhood’! . a ae aaa 
The Sex isall a Sea of wide deftru@ion: -- 
‘Weare the vent’rous Barks that leave our Homes: 
~ For thofe fure dangers which their miles conceal :- 
At firft, they draw us in with flatt’ring looks. 
Of Summer-Calms, and afoft gale df Sighsss* 2. 
Sometimes, like Syrens, Charm us with their Songs; .. 
Dance-on the Waves, and fhow their Golden Locks: :- - 
But, when the Tempeft comes, then, then —_ leave: vs}. 
@rrather, help the new Calamity, #o 
And the whole Storm is‘oneinjurious Womails AM 
The Lightning follow’d witha Thunder-bolt:; =. >. 
Is Marble-hearted Woman: all the Shelves: > 2 - 
The faithlefs Winds, blind Rocks, and finking Sands}... 
_ Are Women all ; the wracks of wretched men, - 
 Prithee, Ifmenes, while I lay me here, .:f... A. - 
Gharm me with fome fad ne into a lumber: ” 


a “MITHRID ATES, | 
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gs ie See ; nt 


; oe : ie 
¢ or ry i x LT 


Ne iil, pas ‘ll the village flepe,, 


Myrtillo’s fed defpair, . = re ee ae 
The wand ving Shepherd waking tee ats eee a oe 
To tell shearpeds WIREAN Gs! ES tiny, 


Be gone, faid he, Po, thought, be gone = ; 4 2 
Eyes, give your forrows ore: _ 
Why how'd you wafte your tears ie OBE 
2 ‘What eneees on you wep.maore 2 ‘ae 


* , 
y ‘ é 


se ae 


rer Ma the Bird ty ee Flocks, a Pow? "Sy 

That dwell withinthisGrove, ——. 

Can tell bow many tender hours © 6 St 

o We eee din Love, Be? oe SR. Pease a 


tor Stars ‘aboue Pp aa Foes}. . 
Have heard how fhe has foorn’ 

A thoufand tomes, that like to oie ete. 
Her Brame Seed ever burn. - 


But, fince he's. ‘lof. ob! ‘let me ae 
— My wilh, and quickly dye: | 
In rhiscold-Bapk ll make a Greve, a ee 
ns shir9 for cue he. Ce dee ae ee 
gad Nightingales. she dank ial ber, Re eee 
And kindl  here-complain : enn hae Sy 
Then down the shepherd lay to fees | 
Bab need SAP sgain. ee 


Exter Archelats.”. oe ee 


Arch, How now, aa ? Prithee, péntle Boy, 
‘inftru& me where to find thy Royal Mafter. : 
¥Vhap, soft thou weep ? Icharge thee ne meto him, . 
—— See there, my Lord. 
Ath, 


oy 
King OF PONTUS: ry 3 
Arch, Blef me, you Heav'’nly Pow'rs; ' 2% 0 
Upon the Earth! It cannot be thy Malfor, ag ee 
Isthat a pofture foraConqueror? ~*~ ee 
.. He whoo bravely beatthe Romansback? = . a 
A General, and Triumpher ? > Hafte, and fhow mei: | 
ifme. By Heav’n, it’s true, my Lord ; there lies a Prince: 
Arch, Something my heart prefag’d,  wheti, = , 
The Army, I came poftinig tothe Court, ~~ _ ode. 
And {carce receiv’d a welcom from my Friends:$- 
They faid the Prince had Triumph’d, but I faw - aS 
Not the leaft track of {uch a Glory left, 
‘No glimmering twilight of fo fullan Honour, : 
There has been foul play, and. Fil find it out.- EE at 
Ziph, Away, Semandra, cruel VVomen, keave me, oe 
Arch, Ha! goesit there? Ziphares, Prince, arife,- © 
Ziph, Ha! who isthere? old Archelans? i, = 
Arch, VVhy ae 
Do I not fee you in a Chariot, pee ae. 
VVith all the Pride of Afa’s Brighteft Geins eS 
VVhy mount you not the Throne which you deferve, 
|. The Lords of Colchis waiting as your Slaves? | 
Give me fome reafon why I fee youthus. — 
_ Ziph, Alas, he had no hand in her revolt, 
Nor! nows not yet, perhaps, how fhe has td me: 2 
VVhy dol feem thus ftrange then? ——Oh, prt 7 
(For I muft never call thee Father more) ae 
Pardon my faulty carria ge ee a 
Arch, Forbear thefe ffriGt imbraces; ee See eee 
Your tears, your hanging on my Bofom thus; = 
Your fighs reduce my Age to fobbing Childhood, 
And make an Infant of your poor Old Man. | 
Ziph, Did I not fay I never more miuft call 
Thee Father? = -~ it 
Arch, Yes,youdid.: © «| : oe : 
Ziph, Fond, foolith nitowt ee ek ee 
"Thou art, thou halt, thou muft be fill my Father; 
My Brother, Sifter, Miftrefs, all, my Prietid 5. 5 
For all but thou have left me;-no kind: eye 
Pities the fuff’rings of -abus'd Ziphares 5 ee 
They. fy, all fy from, my infechous a L 


eee 


* Arch, Nay, good dear Bio UD; yu 3 nt all 
‘Your words. with groans :, g woman grief SS a 
And tee dear Sit sade the av caufe os ee 

a ee 


‘That I saben him from es a Spher oe 

| Arch. Name it, I fay, ghe ground of all this ube As ie 
I feel a warm revenge ryn through my bloo 

Asif I had pat of ome forty, year : 


‘Methinks I ftand as.fit ¢0, fight a Caufe | 
Me a ROW, a8 then Jeow'd my: Love’: 5 
ut {peak. 


Zipb. Thy Daughter. ce re 
Arch, Well oT pucks Hate an | 
Ziph, Semandri, my. moft fair, pias geueMii, 
Arch, If the be falfe, the is no longer. vi . ee 
__ Ziph, That fweet protefting Rae shat ie 
Where fo deep had: wif my: Monet bis . ae 
Bs taken from me, - -.'* -; | as 

4rch, By her own eonfen a 
_ Ziph.. Moft:certain. That ae “an of On: | 
Committed to her. keeping, now is Cangell’ a ae 
Fv’n her fair Hand, the Seal of all-my Eons, * ae 
_ Her Hand has given hee fajthlels Meare aways. 

‘Arch, Then, theis fale? yon ae ionaw her go bg? is 

Ziph, Falle, falle,.as warees, winds, oF wand) vas 
Sie is more falfe than Weman.cag bglieve, : 

Arch, The opening of her treachery, come, how vas "62: ee 
Particular revenge wou'd know particulars. ° =. 
At firft, I guefs’d the did receive you kindly. 

Ziph, Quite constary ap.if ti ne'ne ben mi: 
Quite alter’d, quite eftrang’d; relery ‘Gand cole, 
With: all the coynefs. of a befeshomn Beau 
Made proud-with Pow’r: NOf ORE. venday ok: 
| Boe very Accent of het Naiee Wee ChABids, 


King of PONTUS 


Nor was the to be known, buitiy hee Baie = SHS eo we 


Nought elfecou’d {peak her t6iiy Sente the: fine, © 
Onothing but the Face of my Semaniira:s -: 


Arch.. When my keen Sword thall glivéér in her oe 
Doubt not, but I thall make hér know you well ¢ 9900) 


Cees 


_ And, tho you never grace her With your favour, ot vel — | 


For the i is now unworthy yotit ifbraces, ; ae 
Yet I will bring -n Tray 
Ziph, Can | 
Thou fhou’dft be Toke the’s paft the sividg? . 2. 


a 


trels te yout kites ‘ PT ee 


Arch. I have not met the news, which yout hs wee 


Appear fo big with. 


Ziph. Here I am loft again ;° ae = ae pr Oey ae fg - ee 


Here all my courage, which has borti the blow - 
Of fterneft War, fhrinks like 4 beatén Coward 3 


1 ay ahd oats ae oe 
Here, I confefs, my Piety gives way, - ee oe a 


t. a 7 
Bes 


I cou'd fall out with the forperfal Gods, 


And curfe the cruel Author: SF iy Belg oe ge aes 


No, Tyrant, no, thou b ‘Parent, there 
That I will bear it longer ; 'll forget; 6° > 
Like thee, all nature, all rendorlé, alf pit) 


And fnatoh her fratti thee; wedded as your ates’ Oe x 
Arch, What, Wedded! Marri’d “8 . : a 
Ziph, Wedded, Marri’d; Bedded  - “4 pores at 

“ He has enjoy’d her, rifled that fair Calne : Stas 


Whereall the riches of my life were laid: 

Yes, yes, you Gods, I faw’em pafs-along, . » 

Pafs to the Temple, through the crouded Streets; 

Saw ’em comie back} darted: my withing eyé3 =." 

At her falfe Pace, with fuel accufing sliced 

__ She fainted in the Chariot, yes,Ffaw her’ 

_ Sink pale, and dying down. 3 but there Heft hey 
And left her to the Revels of: the Night; 


~y 
Pere eee 


"To beenjoy’d, ova thiv laf night eijoy'd, 2 a . 


Arch, By all the Honus which the kas ditonow's: fo. 
She thall notlive altother. « oe 
| Ziph, Oh my Father! : 


Cou'd you ra uefs the} ins thie T eda, . a7 ane co 
Oh all the fubtifleft fits ‘of frarpelt fickinels 97 2S - 


Were -nothing to the torments —: I bores 
2 


a We $ “4 
{ w —_—s : 
. 


7 AM1T HRID ALES ES 
Ttim’d ev’n their difrobjag kites, fmiles,.:..--.. es re 
“The firft imbraces, and the sackingijoy 5 i s0 0 2 ced ee 
- Burthere methought Fancy it felf was opts: or. a 
It cou’d no more. . The limit of my life - wah 
‘Was found, the end of all my joys.on Earth. _—. 
“Arch. She dies ; s not Deftiny thal} fave her fom me i, 


‘As the has fworn, and as fhe has for{wora,, Lt Mia bot Lila be 


_ Plldraw my Sword, bath’d in-her dearef bloody) bs 
. From forth her Heart-ftrings, while the rank red VVeeds - 
Cling to my reeking Blade : or wou’d you.more?. : 
Jam growa up to your anger, ge, ee a aes 
Ziph, General, a re 
I have been Impious i in my vented rages: . j 
For which, oh pardon me, my Royal eather. 5 4a 
And you mot injur’d Pow’rs, whom Laffended 2 Don 
And, oh, what-ever fhall become of. me, =; aan ie 
Forgive the fair, the falle, the lov’d seoavdia.’- a ee 
‘Hf while I live thou mark her gepsle Limbs A loco ads cecsde y 
With the leaft wound »ft Ends Ziphay eg, lifes oe 2 = ee 


Thou ‘Ie vaife my A thes up in, Armsagaingt thee: i. Te ee | 
ifme, My Lord, the Queen seminars SSOMiAg, hicher.-- as 
Ziph. 7 # thou ? | Seg Ff thes sous af ot tad as ae 
Ffme. T © Queen —But fe #2, thereat ee oy eae ee 
Ziph, Ha! | a ee: cient eect en 

a ie ae are iat ee ae 

Enter Semana tir* ; - ati : ee ie! oe he - 

datos Ot hyo ets 

Sem. Oh Ziphéresi Oh Paice! “Stag oF wrong aE, rte | 

Ziph, How can this-b¢,?' Madam, you ought at leaft. 7 
To have fent me word ..for now, inftead of, Songs. | a 

‘Ycan prefent you noshingibus.my tears, Se a eee 

A beating heart, and groanshas willnop fais; 5. pelbugErnce 


VVith your moft happy fate: your lel? condition, Oe ete 
Sem. Kh ,did you xightly underftand my fuffrings, 
You wou’d not wound a bleeding, dying Creatures. 2 

But I'll endure yet more. VVheniam “of. eae O or 
And ‘tis too late, youl murmuretoyour ff re = “ty 
At leaft I might have. beged wieche poet 2 Ves. ee 
‘Cou'd faye | ee 5 


Kiag of PONTUS, 
‘Arch, Ob-Syren ! but L will be huth’d. 
Ziph, VVhat canft thou fay, if Irefolve to hear thee ? 


~ Fhou wilt but tear the wounds which thou haft made, 


This Vifit was moft cruel : why com’ft thou then ; 

For fear I fhou’d forget thee? Mercilefs VVoman ! ! 

Arch, Yet let us hear her, Prince ; let’s hear the Sorcerefs ¢ 
That when fure Vengeance overtakes her Crimes, 

She may have nought to anfwer. 

SCM, The good Gods 

Reward that Voice of Mercy, Firft then, my Lord, 

_ Ziph. Nos V'ilbe gone: Fly, Archelaus, fly, 

She has a Tongue that can unda the VVorld. — 

She eyes me, juft as when fhe firét inflam’d me, 


_ Such were her looks, fo melting was her language, . 


Such falfe foft fighs, and fuch deluding tears, 
VVhen from her lips I took the lufcious poyfon, 
VVhen with that pleafing perjur’d breath avowing,. 


~ Her whifpers trembl’d eon thefe credulous car'sy. 


And told the ftory of my utter ruine. - 

Arch. Nay, ’tisimpofiible to-clear her felf;; 
And is was Impudence to offer-at it: | 
Therefore, thou éhamelefs Off-{prin ring of am) Blood; 
Fil cut thee from mes. thus, i i thy Crimes, 
Die, as thou did’ft defire. | Hisl, aadir 
_ Ziph. Hold thy hand 5 - 5) fae by Ziph, 
I charge thee touch her sot. 

Arch. By Heav’n, fhe dies: __ 
I may difpofe my own, the fhall not live. ~~ 


And, if thou draw’ft, I'll guard her life with ming, 
Ifhou’d be loth to lift my Arm ’gainft thee 
Of all Mankind , but, were my Fatherhere 
Refolv’d to give her Death, I wou'd oppofe him. 
Sem. Draw then, and fheath your weapons in ye 
In curft Semsazdra’s Heart ; butforthe VVorld, 
©h Father, do not wound the Prince Ziphares + :. 
And, oh Ziphares, do not hurt my Father! — 


Upon my knees, I beg you to be calm, 


ind: hearme thus. 
Ziph, Oh rife |. falfe, asthouat, 


“8 


Ziph. By all the Gods, fhe thall, while I have breattt; 
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 EAfide, 


Thiow 
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Thou oftce wert a my Sdul, andI_ oy : 7 

Still drag thy Ch ains : ar then, Sesandra, {peak s 

For I'm {0 doz’d, fo weary with complaining,» — 

That I cou'd ftand and liften tothe VVinds, 

Andthink that VVomen talk’d: obfetve the Rain, | 

And think that VVomen wept 3 or.ih the Clouds - 

Behold Sewsandra’s Form, ftill fleeting from me. - 

But, fpeak : Hofe my Senfes with my Woes. . 

Arch, He has fav’d thy life; come,make a handfom lye, 
In recompence. 

Sew, Iwill be thort, as true. - 
‘When you were gone to Wars, the King eels od. * 
‘How prompted, Heav’n beft knows : and when with Conguct 
“You came from Battel, be with dreadful threats 
“ sCompell’d me to receive you in that manner, A 
Ziph, Ah, cruel Creature} what, what Menaces, &* 
“What fear of death, cou’d fo have made por ae kB. 
Receive Semanira?- : a. & - 
Sem, Not Racks, nor all the Tortures. 7 i 


3 “Which Hell combin’d cou’d put into the heatts : 


‘OF bloodieft Tyrant, thou’d have fore’d me to’r, 
_ But, of! your life, which he wish deepeft Cathe. 
Had fworn to take, unlefs I feem’d:to.tcorn it 5 
_ That dafh’d my Spirits, batled-all the daring. _ 
Of my defencelels heart: there Iconfefs 
The Woman work’d ; Itrembled'and agreed: . 
To fee you fo, rather than lofeyou ever., ... : : 
Arch, Now, by my Arms, fhe-has come off rich worden} ao 
Sem. And think, my: Lord, reflest upon peers: oe 
_ Adare believe fo.dearly once yourlov’d me, 
That were you certain I how'd lofé my life,.: 
 Unlefs you us’d me in that-very manner, 
Iknow you wou'd conftraint your flameawhtle) 


And feenr a cold: ands relerv’dag £- 


‘Which being deny’d, he fore’d mae£0 wang 


__ Ziph, Oh heart.! olvbleeding: Love! bu fpeal semindrs. a : 
_ For there is wondrous Reafon, mightySenfe « as 
In what you fay: and I cou’d'hear yowever.':. :. 

Sem. When you were gone,the-ctwel King cameins. 
— And, without ftop, propos’d the fatal Marriage, -. 


Kee 


I was lu 


Le me done 1 fihin chofe ray nous Fates, 


Kig f PONTUS gg 


‘Yet; at the Alcar, Ideni’d. my hand, 


Invok’d the Gods with the mott violent forrow, 
Tears, fighs, and {woonings ; curlt the-frighted Priefts, 
Struck down the Cenfors, and. like one diftratted 
Imangled my own flefh ; but allinvaia: 
if ppos’d his Queen, and fo enjoy’d. 
Ziph. Then ftill chy heast, thy heart was mine, Sem >- 
sem. It was, it is, for ever fhall be yours. | 
Zipb, Oh, at thy feet, let me for ever lye, 
Thus hang upon thy knees. with dying grafps, 
Thou moft wrong’d Ignocence, abus'd Semendra.. _ 
gem. Oh, my dear Lord, you fhall not — without me. 
Ziph. Thou art not falfe then! | . | 
Sens, Cou'd you think me fo? - 
Falfe to my Life, my Soul, my AllT have #: 
Ziph, Ldid, Tthought ‘thee faile, and I deferve- 


To die, for wronging: thy moft matchlefs Faith::. 


For thou art true, conftant as pining Turtles, 


- €onftant, as Courage to the Brave:in Battel;. 


Conftant as Mastyrs, burning forthe Gods. 

Arch, What Changes-drive buf" nels of che World 7 
Come, no more weeping: rife, _ — 
Think on the King, if he {hou’d take you thus. 

Ziph, Oh rife, Semandra 5. what, what are we doing? 
Why, Archelaus, whiy did "ft thou cut me off! : 
“Fhe moments pleafure which my thoughes-were forming 
Thy cruel breath quite broke the brittle Glafs- 

Of my fhort life, and ftopt the running. Sand. 
‘What fhall we do, Semandrs 2° | 

Sem. Part,anddie. 

Ziph. Die, tis refolv’d, but low? eHat, that must be. 
My future care =. and with ‘that thought I leave thee, - 

Go then; thou Setting-ftar ;. take from thefe eyes, 
(Thefe eyes, that if they fee thee, will be withing): 


QO take thofe languifhing pale fires away, 
And leave me to the wide, dark: Den of Death}: 


Sem, Somethin within me {obs to my: bodiag ‘hearts 
oe ne're fall fee Ziphanes maore. 
way then ; part, for ever part, Semanpres, 


d 

- in 
Which?; 
‘ un Ne 
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Which, like two fami(t’d Tygers, are gone out, - 
And have us in the Wind. - Death come upon me ¢- 
Night, and the bloodi’ft deed of darknefs, end me. - 
“But, oh, for thee, for thee, if thou mutt die, | 
_ I beg of Heav'a this laft, this only favour, 
. To give thy life a painlefs diffolution : i * 
Oh, may thofe ravifh’d Beauties fallto Earth =: 
Gently, as wither’d Rofes leave their Stalks : 

- May Death be mild to thee, as Love was cruel ; 
_ ‘Calm, as the Spirits in a Trance decay : | : 
And foft, as:thofe-who fleep their Soulsaway. - . EExeust:. 


ACT V. SCENEL © , 
| Pelopidas, Andravar, Prieft, incompafs'd with Romans, ‘ : or 7 


Pelop, Omans, who fend your Laws far asthe Sun 
| His Beams, and whom the Univerfe beholds - 
With joy, yet dreads your anger.as the Gods, is 
Why move you to the ruine of this Tyrant, | 
‘To the fure death of bloody Attthridates, 
_~ As if you fear’d, or car’d not he thou’d-die2? 
‘Can you fufpect an Ambufh? orthatwe — _ 
Shou’d dare betray you, yielding thus our perfons, | 
Our Lives, our Prince himfelf intoyourhands?:: 
Asdr. This man, to whom the fervile Priefts bow down, - 
- ‘Who wears a Crown in honour of his place, oo 
And facred worth, abandons all his gloriés _ _ 

T atteft the truth of what we havedeclar'd. - 


But fee, the fierce, the brave, the Great Pharnaces , ue 
‘Comes on to meet you ; waves his Royalties :... ee Te 


Therefore, © ‘mighty Romans, givehimAbdience,) «0:0. 

- Phar, ThatIlam rough, aad of an -untaught Spirit, 21.52 2 

_ Allthe £4/ knows 5 4 ever foorn’d thofe Slaves’ ~ A ie, ci 

— VVith whom I have been.bred ; and when my Fathers. { . ? | 7 
| ae | v __ Digitized: “Order’ 


| Le loam iad aie — edgeyour Souls. pace vet gat 
K oe 


King of PONTUS. [= 6s 


—-Order’d Barbarian Princes for my Mafters, 
In Arts and Arms, I {purn’d “em from my prefence , 


And rather chofe, fince Rome might not inftrud me, 


Nature in all my A@ions for my Guide. 


Hence cou’d I brook more hardly the fierce mind 


_ Of our Inhumane Parent Athridates. 


My Eldeft Brother’s Fate did kindle firft 

‘My fiery Soul co a moft fwift revenge ; | 
For when the State of Bo/phorus demanded. | 
‘Fhat Prince forKing, he bound the gallant Youth | 
In Golden Chains, and doom’d him to be flain : 

Two more were by his boundlels fory, ftrangled , 

And ev'n the laft but me, the brave -Zéphares, 

Laft night was murder’d in the Tyrants Palace : 

In whofe fad caufe, the Squadrons which he led 

Of late fo valiantly againift you Romans, 
Attend fome furlongs henceto joyn your Banners. 

If this be true, not to recount the Slaughters. - 

Of all his Queens and poyfon’d Concubines,’ 
Tchink the World (Rome I thou’d firft have nam ie 
‘Will little cenfure this fo juft revolt. ® 
If you fufpe& me falfe; behold Pharnaces, + 


_ Ne’re yet detain’d, but free as roving Lyons °° BA reel 


That {wept at will like Winds in Defegts wild; 


Behold him, with thefe Noble Hoftages, 


Your Pris’ner to be bound the Slave of Rome. 0, 
Rom. Capt. Lead us on to Victory. _ 4 Hon ee Bae 
Omnes, To Vicory. | a ee 
Phar, On then, you Rate of Heav’ 0, you Seed of Gods ee ae 


- Andto Immortalize Pharnaces Name, 
Plant me, like Thunder breaking from this Cloud. 5 


~ Foremoft, while all che ratling Engines follow, _ , maa 3 Ob 
Monima, whom this Tyrant ravith’d from’ me; ae ae 
Ihear'is fled to Pompey: her Task, . -..< i eae 


For my reward, with half his foreading. oe ae f tiegie: PAGE 


But I wafte words ; iet’s aét; and then make claim. ee 
AndO remember, when we ftorm.the TOW " er oe ae 
Remember that moft horrid Maffaere. Tp Mg be’ 
Of Afia ; whet on that your blunted Spirits, Se i eee 


ce 060COMI THRIDY ff TES, 
‘To mow off hoary Heads, burl Infants paling 

_ From the lug’d breaft, kill in the very Womb: — 

To Beauties cries be deaf, make all Syzope? 

But one vaft Grave, to hold the infinite bodies. 

Which we muft hovel in, and when you fee - 

The Head of ssithridares in-this hand, 

Then think who ever dar’d for. Rome ‘like me, 

©r bought an Empire at a price fo dreadiul « ~ 
_ Then yield the Beauty Ifo muchdefire, - of 

: Anda | thofe Caowas to which my chougiits apiee.  CExeast. . 


Ss: Cc i N EB i I. 
Rater Ziphares, Archeians, 


| Ziph. Is — the gathcing g Clouds, like meet ing clini: 
Come‘on ‘apace, an wget =  : eg 
Till the bright Ruler of: the si ie | 
Creates ’em new : the wakeful der} ‘ht: io oe 
€laps her. dark: wisigseo ch Wi indows of. t ot | 
General, Good-night. aa ae ae. 
» Arch, Sir, Til not. leaveyou'yet. | : = 

- Tdo not like the dusky boding Eves; 2 
Well L remember, Sz, how you@nd Fo 
Have often onthe Watch in Winter ‘walk’ & 
-€lad'in cold Armor, rotind the fleepimg Cons 
Till cover’d o’re from head to foot wh Snow, oa 
_ ‘The-Centinels have ftarted at our march, L 
- And thought us Ghofts (talking 4n: Wiinsitag. docetss: 
And-do youthink Fcannot watchiyou mow, 
a cover'd, and ee this > a ears ghee 2: 
‘Sleep, Sir ; rl uard'ou from fulpetied. danger. 

Zipb, Banger! ‘chines? PEUBONE 5. ‘no thadew of. shar 3 a. 
Dear General, you'l oblige metogetire: °° 

We'll meet to morrewiwaththecsdhiet divas. < 4 
Tm troubled now,!sad’ heavy 5 4n themosring, 
‘Soon:as-you pleafe, you have entrance here ; . 
.And.then, Trruft the bounteowsteuds; yor'tl find: 
A.wondrous. alteration;: Slacp-may C 
| My talking get, aad tall Samael fonwrer:. 


md 


z this night abroad. A-Reclufe Prieft, 


King of PONTUS. 


Arch. Tis that I fear.—L tell you there are Deaths 


Surpriz’d with mortal ficknels, was this Evening, | 
As he himfelf defir’d, ta’n from his Bed, 
and carry’d to the Clofet of the King : 

é, after fome clofe conference, he — 
Immediately your Father Orders gave | 
For doubling all his Guards, and went in fury ~ 
To Monima’s Apartment, where twas (aid 
Pharnaces had been gone a while before. 


But whatisthistome? 

Arch, What follew’d does «.. 
‘Concern both you and me, and all the Esp s 
For ftreight, when the fick Psieft had breath his daft, © om 
The facred Oyl, which for a hundred year - 
‘Supply’d the Sun behind the Golden Vail, ; | 
‘Went out, and all the myftick lights were ‘quench’ ds | 
Strange doleful Voices tilly eccho’d throughy | 
The darkned Fane ; the Monuments:dd open, 

And all the Marble Fombs, like Spunges fqueez'd, 
‘Spouted big Sweat: the Cureain was confum’d 

With wondrous flame; and.every. thising Alear’ - 
Diffolv’d to yellow pudile, which anon | 

A flath of thirfty Lightning quite lick’d up. 

While through the Streets your murder’d. ashes rode 


Ziph, Lever thoughe that eee mot cbitionsy ‘fe a 


 Arcathias, Mithrédates, a0 Adnchares, 


And madded all ihe tchirgamles thulsitude, 
Is not thisftrange? = «- 
 Ziph, The Gods reproach my flachnefs. | - TAfide | 


By all our Friendthip, leave me to my (elf, . 
4rch, Ah, Prince, you canmot hide = « 


Your purpofe, from your raarousfearchig Priend: er ard 

_ I find it, by the finking of your Spirits, — ee OG 

> Your hollow fpeech, deep nvafings, eager hoaks, a oo 

Whole fatal wai quite devour , ee res 
all the Gods you cee a Seer ea 

This night to end: ae enn fen, : ie Poavck 


You have decreed, 


 Ziph, Away. 4 
: | “ks 


6 


*Tis ftrange! moft wondrous itrange ! Once more —. - : 


6 | MITHRID ATES, 


. I never thought thee troublefome tillnow. 
Arch, Lcare not ; fpite of all that you can do, - 
_ Yl ftay, and weep you into gentlenefs : 
” ¥our fiichfal Souldier, this old doting Fool —- 
Shall bemore troublefom than one that’s wifer. 
Heav’n, you fhall not hurt your precious life. 
ri ftay and wait you, wake here till I die; - 
Follow you, as a fond and fearful Father 
~ ‘Wou’d watch a defperate Child, 
| Zeph, Til tell thee then, 
Since thou wilt tear the Secret from my: breatt, 
And dive into the bottom of my Soul, . 
This night muft end me: make.not a reply ». 5 
Tis Pa as faftand fureasaremy woes, 
Did’ft thou but know what’tis to love eal me, 
_Andtobe [0 belpv’d, O. Archelanst. 2 iy oo 
Yet tobe paft all hope of happinels; > - i | 
_ Of ever tafting thofedefir'd Beauties, - a 
 ©f any dawn, leaft glimpie, or fpark:of xian; ey 
Did'ft thou not hate. me-mygh,even thou wou'dét killme. 
Arch, If that my death, Cor. that indeed’s but little). 
Cannot once move you: from this dreadful deed, 
Yet, Prince, your Country, which mutt fall swithout you, 
‘Your bleeding Country mutt obtain.at leaft | 
That you woud live to free her. ftom. her Foes 5 Bf evear 
¥our Glory:ealls, your finking Father begs, ce 
_ ‘Fhat you wou'd fave your Country: from the Romans.- 0: 
Ziph, Much L indeed have'got by Conquering Ronee | I. 


And to much purpofe loft my deareft blood! Sti ins? 


Much have my wounds deferv’d ; and-Heav'n can: el: 
kiow Nobly I have been rewarded ‘for emt 


Itell thee, Archelaus, I have ince Oo ae ie - 


Were I to live, I wou’d not fight ag {eas he el 


The World fhou’d neitlier better i a adler: aos 

' Forme. But I wafte time; and to convince thes, eas 
ini thou wilt havethe trouble to behold - Ge Soe 
y death, T bid thes :now. farewel forever. * eee ny 


» irch, Hold: Sir, wovafhucvene fb ys oe an 


| Ziph, Iwill; and talk as calmly toxthiee~ - 2 an 


; mad any dying & Reman hol em all: 


eX Zi 
. 


) | King of PO N T u S:. 
I ‘have confider’d wellof whatIdo, © 
And I will perifi-with aslittlenoife - 2. ! i ie ait 
As Fate cou’d with that wou'd not be easel 
Arch, Pil follow you. . | ORES a8 
- Ziph, Twou'dintreat thee not; aiaee cae 
Thou haft no forrows that are paft the fuferance : iad 
And fure my flying Soul willhang her wings. °°. 
When fhe thall feel thy weighty death. upon ad en ae 
O,.Archelaus, keave me tomy Fates; .. ° foo Pee aa 
‘If chou muft fee me fall, I charge thee live, = 
At leaft fo long to tell Semandre of me: a 


*, Bear her fome Token of my ill-itar’d Love, » | Seis: 
Which Empire cou’d not win to live ‘without hex. Pe eae oe 


- Dip in the blood which trickles from my heart: +: |: 
Thy Handkerchief, and bid her keepit forme, 
- Asa Remembrance now- and then to mousn me : 


Swear to do this. 


Arch, This ¥ willdos and, uae me, » rue Prine, 
If thusthou violate that Royal Frame, 0 3 3. a 
Tearing the gallant Spirit from his Manfion, — ; i he 
I {wear by what I tremble at, thy death, es tone 
I'll. dowbleiall thy wounds upon Semandra, - ee 

Ziph, Ha! | 

Arch; Vik tear her. piece-meal, andfo hack her limbs,’ 
Thou fhalt-not know her in the other World. 

Ziph, Oh torture | dear, good Arshelant, holds. 
- I know thou canft not mean fuch cruelty. . >. . 

Why doft thou rack me thus, with thoughts: in. det 
That are much heavier ev’n. than death it felf?. e005 ° 
Why doft thou make my‘eyesthus {wim in tears? e 
I charge thee, do net hurt her ; for the fake | 
Of all the Gods, be gentle to my Love: 
 Ibegfor mercy to the foft Semsndra,! .. 
' Alas, if the deferv’d, as the:is faultlefs, 

"She cou’dnot bear the: woufids which we can bear. 

Arch, Give me your promife then that you will lives. 
Live but this night, or I have {worn her death. 

Ziph. Thou haft found the means to Charm me ntoifes 


And keep me on the Rack ; but ao-more threats. 


Againit Semandra: *twas —— done, 
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And I grow angry at my Fates delay, , ofa 
‘ - Arch, Why will you be thus Soereed Live fo sigh ode 
‘Be careful of 4 your felf' buctilthe Mora: itn 

Methinks there may be wonders wrought e’se then, 
_ Zipb, O Archelans! "tis impoffible: ' oo. ae 
Had the been Ravith’d by anosher Man, . ee he 
‘I cou’d have clear’d her with the Villains: Blood 7 i 2 ae wa 
But by my Father touch’d, what Miracle: - a sn Pe 
Can work me into hope? Heav’s hereis ae 
‘The wondring. Gods blufh at their want'of pow’ fy 
Aind, quite apath’d, confefs they cannot help me, 
Arch, Stire, by yon’ lifted Berches, I sage er 
_ "Your Father mowing this whey. Sees te tde © a 
Ziph, Ha! my Father! 2) 0) st hae heey ae 
‘How my flefh trembles! Topu'd do'a deed” ae 
‘Wou'd make us both rug mad. Draw, ai! Soa Wee 
"Yet flay: what Devil farts thus in my blood, ae a ee 
And turns my Beafed to-this maze of folly zs ah Wa 
No; letus fuffer more, if pofitble: - 6" 5. ° ie a ea, 
“Yet I will thun his Prefencé. Oh you Pow’ £35 ae 
- Is that.a Crime? anfwer mé if it be, : = 
And will meet him, thohis fight fhould blatt « me, re Seen as 


aan Captain of the: Gaaeas, avd Aitendenis enters 


Mith, Betray: df and by my Son t ‘ given uP aPrey 
‘For the Infulting Romans to devour! = a 
Pharnacesis the Feaytor, that;Pharmaces oy 
Who was ¢’ inherit all ‘that fpace of Empire | fein 


Which Fortune-gave so thisunhappy King! = 
‘© Friends, when from she Palace-gate we Pe ty ae gee > 
And drove the bold Affailants through the’ a, a es oe 8 
The Impious Boy Charg’d as I foremoft rade, en es 


And brav'd my Fury-wich his Bevén pis 6 2s (Suis ou He 2 
But,'Oh the Gods, E-Who:befort had etimfon’d. 5d 197 ae . 
My Arms with Blood of Rebelo, Ewhomov’d 4-03 
‘With Whirlwinds (wiftnels Allon everyfidey (0 
_ And toft like Leaves the weightiet Foes about me, fs 
‘Now ftood, as if aac Charms had xt me: ae 
| ‘Nor know J more, | a ee 
ee - wo. .s 5 ow Capt, 


_ Behold chy Fate, and wonder at the Gods.. 


capt. Your Sword, Great Six, ciel you” 


_Awhile had gaz’d on that Apdacious Prince, 


Fell from your hand, your mighty ‘Spirit deft you 5 _ 


_ Andas fome famous ‘piece of Antickow 


When the funk Props and wafted Beams decay, ea 
Staggers and nods before the ruine comes: 
So wav’d your Royal Fabrick e’re it fells. 0. 
And, as our Arms reteiv’d you, curs’d. Pharaacts;. 

Born by Ambition to a murder new 5, 


- Offer’d a-wound, and *twas with great expence: 7 
Of lives, we bore your Body tothe Palace,’ 


Mith, M Senfesblaze 3 my laft know is. comes. | 
My laft of hours: ‘tis wondrous horrid! now 
My lawlefs love, and boundiels: pow ‘ereproach me..- 
But I will chink nomoye on't. Come, my Friends,. 
Let’s meet thefe Romans, and my. Rebel-Son 5 


Let's kill till weareweary, then lye dowa 


And reft for ever: O ’tis Noble Rutne!. 

Creatuees of vilelt make, upon difgutt: . | 
With Knives or: Cords fet loofe their Coward: Souls $, 
But we will five in fpite to grieve the World; | 


While life will laft, or any Spirits hold, 
© that, like Serpents hewn, we ftill might move, 
_ @ur Limbs lopt off, and kill with « wey Pacceld 


ene Semiandra:. 


Sem, "Tis done; my Ruine is at daft revere. 
And cruel Mithsidates | isno more: | ; 
That famous wicked man thal] kill no more:. 
Faln 1s the ot he thall love no more . 


~ Another’s right; fhall Ravifh now.no more... ~ 
Mith, Ohorrour! {natch me, Furies, fom hor prefenece o 


Gape wide, @ Earth, and {wallow me alive. 
Sem. 1 go before, and never fhall we meet. 
On Earth again, inhumane 44thridates ; 
Yet I rejoyce not, be my Witnefs Heav’ d, 
At thofe Calamities that come upon thee: | 
But thiak ‘em juft, and with a dread reflection.: : 


OL 


C Nori 


4 | MITHRID ATES, 
_ Not but thy Son, my Love, my loft Dipberes, ie Beets 
And I, in lamentable Shapes, maJeup _ 
By Death” sown hand, will tell’emall thy Seory. 
For ever thus, thou Ravifher. of Honour, 
I leave thee to the Vultures of thy Conicience, 
To all the Stings Amhition feelsin death, ae 
Or Luft, the Rape committed. O,you.Pow’rs .;.. 0. | 
Make firm my hand, for an.Exploit,toCrown’ —-- | 
My Life, whole but nels fhall be quickly done.  (Exig, 
Mith, Away, to Arms,to Arms, plunge deep inblood : : 
Be quick to die. Were all the Reman Biles, Eee 
And Scythiaz-Darts, and Parthia’s poyfon'd Arrows, oe 3s 
Shot through this. Body, her words wou'd be more,” | 
- Pilnot endure’t; rufhtothe fatal War: : 
I wou'd be drunk with Death, and {teaming Slaughter, od 
To ftupifie the fenfe of inward torment. - 
 Hfafte then, and wallow in the murd’ ring Field, | 
Through all the Avenues to battel flie: 7 , 
They who have liv’d in blood, in blood: mutt die. | [Exeum: 


Trumpets Enter Pelopidas, Andravar., their Swords 
arava. 9 with 4 Lamp. 


7 Pere ‘Yonder he Sallies, farious for Deftru@ions, 

And now full {cope is given to act our = 
And end the fad Ziphares. 

 Andr. Tam glad 
The chance is falato.us : to death, nay more, 
To Hell I hate him, add to have him flain 
By any hand but mine, wou’d pall the Murder. 

Pelop. The Palace now is drawn on 
‘Of all the glitt’ring Hoft that twinkled here, _— 
~ Following their King, to fhoot the Gulph of Ruine :. 

And it was order’d well, by Prince Pharnacesy ~ a |: 
While with the Romans he difpatch’d his Father, - -. . 
That we fhou’d kill his drooping Brother. Ha! ; 

d hear lome tread ! _— Lamp muft wink on | 


he 


__ Enter 


*Sigh’d his firft Vows, and wept meinto paffion.’:,- 1.00)’ 


‘Whole whitenefs willto.after-agesanfwer© 2) hr 


King of PONTUS. —* 73 
Enter Liphares. | 7 _ | 


‘Ziph, Oh, ’tis too much ; I never thall {leep more, 


How loud the Voice of Fate founds every-where!. 
Trumpets and Drums! yet old Archelaus, ae 


With grief and watching fpent, infpite of all... 


 'Thofe Tides of Care that {well’d e’re-while fo high, ah | 


Lies like a Child that braul’d himfelf afleep. 

If{menes too, that wept-to fee me mourn, . 

Falls on his breaft,:and-nods histearsaway: . . 
So fleeps the Sea-boy on the Cloudy Maft, . : - 


Safe, as a drowzy Trytex, rock’d with Storms, 


While toffing Princes wake on Beds of Down, 
pele. "Tis he; prepare, | 
Andr, Both perith, if he efcape. | 
Ziph, This darkne({s fills my breaft with horror : now, ~ 


_ Now I may do.the deed; which done, all’s fure :’ 


It fhall be fo, and thus I will deceive him. | 
But then he kills semsaadra. Whence this light? — 


~ Swords! Vizors ! what Affafinates are thefe 2. 


Wou'd they weremiore ; for ruine is my wifh: | .: -- 


Yet Idifdain to fallby Villains hands, [Beats ’em of, 
_ Enter Semandra, with a Dagger tx her hand, 
sem. Where do I wander in the diftnal Shades. ay Oe 


Of this black night? there’snotaSoul beneath =... 0 
Who dy’d asI muftdo, forfatalLove, === «6s isi 

Knows better all the gloomy Arbours there, . a 
Than Teach Chamber in this Houfe of Death. -2° >: | 
"Twas here the God-like Prince did wooé me fir; (.301¢ 9 > 


Where fhall I find him, that moft perfe&Soul?) 
For all the {potted Joves of’ perjur’d men. 


Meet him I muft, and runinto-hisarmssV 50 ulti ce are. 
But with a Reman blow; which fie fhall drive: isedy a 


- _ This Ponyard to my heart : ‘thenyrath upon him... Sy! 


Then clafp him clofe, then he'll ee true, 


oO _ MITHRIDATES, 


Enter Liphares, - 


Z wh This way the Cowards fly ; this way the noife goes: 


~ Ythink thou haft it chere, and canft not {cape me, 
gem. I thank the Gods, I thall not, Let me. kifs: : 

The hand that kills me. Of too gracious ane ab 
Semandra now 1s happy. 

Zivh, Semandra! what 5 re 
What fay’ft thou? Speak again, thou difmal voice, » 

sem, Oh, that I cou’d fee your-face boforek die: 
Thofe eyes, where I wowd look ‘my Soul axway. 

Ziph, Awake ; what ho, ment fy bate, a ight E 
Hafte hither, Father, Archelans. hafte! 
| My heart bodes ruine, weare all uRGONE.. 


i are 


«Enter Aschelitis, and Hienes with azight, ae 


| Oh, Father; either lam Charm, or here 
Semandre lies, flain by this dreadful hand, 
Arch, Our Guardiay-fpirits fhield us, ‘tis my ny Daughter 


Ziph, Cursd Fate! ‘malicious Stars ! you ndw have drain’ e 


Your felves of all your poyf’nous influence ;" 
Ev'n the laft baleful drop is fhed upon me, 
sem. Give me thy hand moft matchlefs .of sai kinds ; 
O joyn us, Father; joyn us thus in death : 
Now thou art mine-s'-and we'll be wedded too ‘ 


 Inth other World ; our Souls hall there be’ mixp _ 
__- Who knows, but there our joys may be compleat ? Se 
_ Ahappy Father, thou, andl, perhaps, © Re oe 


‘The {miling Mother of fome little.Gods. | 
Ziph, Oh Archelrass if thou lov’ft her: memory; 

- to the King, and‘Jet him: underftand: . eo 
The truth of all: if he be pleas’d:to hear her, 

Intreat him hafte, the pangs of death-are on-her. 
Arch, Iwill, if tears will-let me, find the way 

And, by your leave, thefe Weapons fhall be mine. : 


Ziph. That I expected.’ "Hla the (He: faints,’ en = ode 


“Run to my Clofet, hatte, where thow wilt find:’ 
oe Vial of rich Juice to being: the Spite. 


eRe SSS °° 
ba > 


-. With {peed, to fave her. 
Haft thou not a word, . 


_Ring ae PON TUS. 95 


Back to dui Seat: go, pour it ina ae . 
8 Desi Ymones, 


A fyllable, fair Soul? Speak, {peak, Semendra, 


‘Hfeel a trembling warmth about thy heatt : 


Tt pants. : 
sem, AsCowards do beforeaBattel 2 see bt 
Oh, the Great March is founded. ~ oe eee a © 

Ziph. Stay thee one moment, 


Tf menes neeatns,, with a Bole, 


And I will lead cai on. Away, Hments 5 


~ Watch thou the King’ $ approach, ‘and bring me word. Exit 1[t. | 


Here, feeft thou this, my Love?. look up, semandra, , 

Thou dying Spark, glimmer a little while ; ee 

Behold this Cordial, this fure warmth at heart, fe Ga 

This faithful Ofring of Eternal Love. on 
Sem, ‘VVhither, oh whéré? Death’s Myft: comes fan upon me, - 

What is’t youdrink? =~ ; 

' Ziph, A Draught which makes me thine ae 

The pow’rful Cordial which my Father gave me; ; 


- A Noble Compound of his fatal skill; 


He charg’d me, when Icou’d not live with Honour, ee 


To tafte it, and be free. 


Sem, Methinks your Voice is faint 
As diftant Ecchoes ; and Tam, now sha oft : ee ee 
Alas, I know not where. e 4 I  EDiess 
Ziph, Pil fold thee thus, ees 8 
And Mitbridates hall not part usnow: _ 
Fan thus the dying flame with my laft breath, ° i 
She’s out : the damp of. Death has quench’d ey quite: ae 
Thefe fpicy-doors, her lips, ave ihut, clofe lock’d, - ee i PANE 
Which never gale of life hall open agree HR em the 
Icome., Oh Father! Oh thou true Phiyfitian 1 one a ‘it i oe 
Thou work’ft mé Nobly now ;- and oh’tis welcom !- oo 
Thy i are quick ; once more, QO Love! I- come, cara 
Thou moft of Life in Death:- Arhbition, Famey +: ny Fist as 
"Tis oe all ;. — nothing But a‘Name. ait “pie. 2 


a in 


Le 0 Archi 


_ Archelaus , Mithridates /upported bleeding + Pharnaces; 


Pelopidas, Andravar, bound, | 


Arch, Behold, behold my Lord, how I’m rewarded 
For faithful fervice, for the numerous {cars 

Which in your Caufe have mark’d my aged body ! 

My Daughter’s flain. Ha! let menever rife, 

If thatthe brave Ziphares be not kill’d! a... 
Was this the Cordial, wicked Boy, thou brought’ft him? 

Mith, Blame not the guiltlels , for by me he’s poyfon‘d: 

By this inhumane Tyrant, Monfter, Parricide , . 
By me the Drugs were mixt, and dol’d about _ 

To my unhappy Children, left furpriz’d, 
They fhou’d be born to Rome for Royal Slaves, _ 

Arch, Dead! art thou dead, O lovely Royal Plant, 

Blown down by gufty Heav’n, in allthy bloomt — ~ 
My hour is come ; andthus I followthee. © - 


AMith, Holdhim. What means the frantick General? 


Difarm, and bring him hither. Kneel,Okneel,- 
Beforethele Bodies. . | =... 
Arch, What wou’d you, facredSir? 


Mith. Swear, fweartolive. — a er ee 


Thavea Royal Race of Little Ones - oe 
Live, I Conjure thee, to defend thofe Infants. — 
From Roman Rage , intreat Victorious Pompeys, 
And he’ll be gentle to ’em : Swear to live... 
Arch, Tfwear ; but after that—— oe. 
 ~Mtith, Rife, and no muvre. eee we = 
My blood leaks faft ; andthe great heavy lading, 
My Soul will quickly fink, therefore revenge:  “- 
Yes, you pale figuges, you moft precious forms, 
Who, where you walks, for {ure you tread:-the Stars, 
Shame brighteft Gods, and.add new light to’: Heav'n, 
_ Firft, in moft dreadfulmanner, willl give =. — 
Thofe Traytors lives, who drew meto your ruine.. | 
Hence, burn the Slaves; thecurs’d Pelopidas, 
And Villain Asdravar : away with’em.' 
For phoe-- (but fure I fhall difdain to. mame thee), 
The Palace: yetis ours. 9 —_ 
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- Here, lay me bleeding by thefe murder’d Lovers .__ 


King of PONTUS. 77 
Arch, But cannot long > eS 
Be fo : Pompey the Great 1s entred ; : 


_ And thofe who took your part, are all revolted. > 


M:th, Away then; bear him to the middle Turret, 


-Whofe Brazen-head rifes above the reft, | | = 


In fight of Pompey, throw himfromthe top, - 
And give his moft afpiring life an end, a | 
Phar, know thqu canft not long out-live me.Tyrant. ae 
Accurs’d be Fortune, which too forward borerze * | : 
To be thy Prey ; and rot the hand that {eiz’d ine: 
Yet, when my Ghoft is from this body dafh’d, 
If fuch a Goblin as a Ghoft theré be, : 
Pilrife, and wing the mid-way- Air to wait thee ;, 
Hurl’d fhalt thou be, as Setar” was by Fove, | 
And flag beneath me, while I reign above. — gos 
Mith, O General, behold, and- wonder with ric, 


How fwiftly Fate can make,' or unmake Kings ! _ 


How empty is Death’s Pomp; compar’d with Life ! 


_ Where now are all the bufie Officers, - 


Fhe fupple Courtiers, and big: Men of War, — 

That buftled here, and made a little World 2 
Revolted all: Support me, forI go, 4 
My Soul is on the Beach, and ftrait muft lanch | 
Into th’ Abyfs of the black Sea of death, | 
Where Furies ftand upon-the {moaky Rocks, 
Prepar'd to meet one greater than themfelves. 


And, oh! when Iam dead, let Sorrow ftalk 

In facred filence to my gaping Tomb. 

Forget that ever Atithridates was; Ps 
No tongue relate the deeds this Hand has done, . tA 
Let thought be ftill, or work beneath the ground !' 


But oh he’s come, cold Tyrant I obey, 


And hug thy Dart that bears my Life away. [Dies.. 


FINIS. 


__ Epilogue; by Mr. Dryden: 


And much you care , for, moft of you will cry, 
Ewes a jut Fudgment on-their Conftancy, 
For, Heav'n be thank’d, we vive in [uch an Age 
when no man die®for Love, but on the Stage: 
Andev’n thofe Martyrs ar: but raze in Plays ; 
| Acurfed fign how much true Faith trecays. 
Love is no more aviolent defires: 
‘Tis 4 meer Metaphor, apainted Fire. 
In all our Sex, she name examin’d well, — 
Is Pride, to.gain.s ud Vanity to tell : | 
In woman, ’tis of [abtil int’veft made - 
_ Curfe ox the Punk that made it firfiaTradel 
She firft did wits Prerogative remove, 
And made & Fool prefume.to prate of Love. 
Let Honour and Preferment go for Golds 
But glorions Beauty is not to 3 folds — 
Or, if it be,’tis atarvate fohigh, 
That nothing but adoring et howd buy, - 
Yet the rich Cullies may their boafting {pare s 
They parchafe but fophifticated ware. ~ 
"Nis Prodigality that buys deceit + . 4 
Where both the Giver, and the Taker cheat, . . 


: \ o’ve feen a Pir of faithfal Lovers die: é 


Men but refine on the old Half-Crown way :.. "Za. 


And women fight, like Swizzers, for their Pay, 


? 
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